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" If I were asked what is the great want of English society, I would 
say that it is the mingling of class with class. I would say, in one word, 
that that want is the want of sympathy." — The late Judge Talfourd, 

" Ce n est ys dans les choses extraordinaires et bizarres que se trouve 
rexcellence de quelque genre que ce soit. On s'eleve pour y arriver, et 
on s'en eloigne. II feut le plus souvent s'abaisser. Les meilleurs U^s 
scut ceui, que chaque lecteur croit qu'il aurait pu faire ; la nature, qui 
seule est bonne, est toute famili^re et commune." — Pensies de Pascal. 
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PREFATOET NOT 
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C^'** 



The arrangement of this volume has been scarcely dictated 
by expediency ; for the graver and more mournful colours occupy 
the foregroimd of the picture. " A sombre vestibule," writes a 
friend, "leads to your Muse's airy residence." — "The public, 
too possibly, may be repelled," warns another, " by the melan- 
choly of your Soho experiences : it were well if your happiest 
and less work-a-day strains were the first to meet the eye. Men 
take up a volume of poetry to be made happy, and not misera- 
ble." And yet another dwells on that " monotony of care and 
pain wluch seems," says he, "in your * Warning Voices,* to 
wrap the reader in the fogs of Cockaigne's November." — 
Doubtless these strictures may be well grounded. But art and 
nature alike appeared to me to require this sacrifice to justice. 
I felt constrained to presume thus far (nor do I appear to have 
presumed vainly) on the sympathy and judgment of the public. 
This s, indeed, too earnest an age, whatever its defects may be, 
to quarrel with earnestness in one who courts the Muse. And, 
again, there is no law to bind the reader to a servile order of 
advance : if he so will, he may speedily leave the mists behind 
him, and hear the blithesome harvest echoes resounding o'er the 
plain. 
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DEDICATION 

TO 

HER. MOST GRACIOUS MAJESTY, 

firtnria, 

QUEEN OF GKEAT BKITAIN AND IKELAND. 



« 



Will it indeed appear too rash, O Lady, 

Who sway'st the empire of the bounding waves, 

To dedicate this bold Essay to thee ? 

In which I strove, with ofttimes dissonant lyre, 

That ill expressed the grandeurs of my theme ; 

As some wan streamlet midnight s stars might mirror, 

Or bleak sea-shell breathe harmonies of ocean. 

To trace thy People's virtues and their crimes ; 

Their heav'nward aspirations, earth-declensions ; 

And, from the chances of the changeful Present, 

Forecast the fortunes of the Age to be. 

Wise is thy soul, and keen thy vigilant glances 
To pierce the clouds above our valleys low'ring 
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VI DEDICATION. 

Where stagnate marsh-like want and rude excess, 

And scan the hoped-for glories of the Future. 

Though War's great venture needs must fire thy soul, 

Who feel'st thy people's honour as thine own, 

Yet home's peace-conflict still the heart engages. 

And well thou ken'st, to reach the goal desired . 

Greatest and least must blend in wise endeavour, 

Each lend its ray, the glow-worm and the star. 

And was't not thine to set example royal, 

A planet mild to beam in low«r heaven 1 

Not only in the home-amenities, 

The fireside glories of an English hearth, 

But also in the wider sphere of action, 

As Wife, as Mother, and as Britain's Queen. 

Thou, with thy noble-hearted consort, bravely, 
O Royal Lady, dost ofr steps precede, 
And, beckoning on the path of social progress, 
Would'st with thy spirit's sunshine light the gloom, 
Anfl haply woo life's flowers to blossom freely. 

Thence, howsoever dull the hues may be 

With which I limned this portrait of the Present, 

Its purpose in thy royal eyes may. gild it 

With some faint straggling gleams. And so, once more 
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DEDICATION. 

Humbly I rest it at thy sovereign feet ; 
Knowing whate'er could cheer the heart of labour 
Would earn most generous response from the palace, 
As skies will brighten o'er where earth is tilFd, 
Her dark fens drain'd, her tall woods lopp'd away. 

PerpetusSi blessings wait on Thee and Thine, 
Admired Victoria I May the storm-tost Present, 
Now in bold waves its troubled current rearing, 
Yet, as we trust, propelled by favouring breezes 
Towards the golden haven of the Future, 
Beneath thine influence bland be soothed to rest, 
And unborn generations live to bless thee ! 
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PREI.UDR 

Bold, too bold, perchance, my choice is ; 

May rash zeal not tempt your scorn ! 
For the Present's wizard voices 

Prophesy of years unborn. 
Issues vast of joy or sorrow 

Wait upon each fleeting hour ; 
In to-day lies shrined to-morrow, 

As within the bud the flower. 

Friends, to bind a wreath fraternal 

Have I striven with aim sincere ; 
Discord's hydra-heads infernal 

I would scotch, not foster here. 
Most, when foreign danger presses, 

Nearer peals the boom of strife, 
ISfeed we concord's bond that blesses 

To awake a nobler life. 

Yet the truth be faced undaunted : 

Wh^re foul mists are hovering wide, 
In the hovels, fever-haimted. 

Sunshine pure should stream its tide. 
Little recks the anxious measure 

Of our nob}e rich and great, 
Cradled soft in down and pleasure, 

Haven 'd from the storms of fate. 
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PRELUDE. 

*Tis the poor man's joys and sorrows 

Which have mainly fired the song; 
Accents harsh at times it borrows 

From keen memories of wrong. 
You will take my honest meaning — 

Here I scarcely judged amiss — 
You will call me right in weening 

That the Present's theme was this. 

Then, all weakness, brothers, pardon — 

Yast the theme, and faint the lay ; 
Countless flowers throng Nature's garden, 

And these flowers how scant are they ! 
Yet accept a frank endeavour. 

If performance fail to please. 
God bless all true hearts for ever, 

And make our hearts rank with these I 
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SONGS OF THE PRESENT. 



BATTLE AEDOURS. 

WAR SONG FOR 1854. 

War, war, war is the cry : 
Woe to the Russian, baleful oppressor ! 

Wide earth, ocean, and sky- 
Join in the burden, and hail the Redresser. 

Heaven s self sanctions the call. 
Echoes, we doubt not, the voice of the Present : 

Right, Truth, Justice to All, 
E'en though the Red Cross should swing by the Crescent. 

Song, song, sound o'er the seas, 
Tell the earth's nations that Britain is ready, 

Roll with the swell of the waves and thfe breeze, 
Thou and brave Napier cry, " Steady, boys, steady !" 

War, war, hateful's thy name, 
Yielding whole hecatombs piled on Death's altar ; 

Shame to the self-seeking Conqueror, shame ! 
Yet in Right's cause not a spirit shall falter. 

B 
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2 SONGS OP THE PRESENT. 

War, war, fierce Czar, to thee, 
War to Oppression, to Falsehood and Treason, 

War to grim Might ! on the land and the se% 
War to Confusion, to Wrong, and Unreason I 

War, war, to spectral-eyed Fear ! 
Peace-bells ring war-notes from turret and steeple ! 

Nor ends our battle-cry here, 
War to all foes of the Queen and the People ! 

War, war, to Faction and Din, 
War to the fidse Pride that kind hearts would sever. 

War, war, to Hate Folly and Sin, 
War to each selfish, each loveless endeavour ! 

Peace, peace — ^thus ends the lay — 
Thus sings the Present with myriadfold voices^ — 

Peace to all brave hearts that aid in this fray ! 
Britain in Right's mighty Conflict rejoices. 
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ON THE DAY OF HUMILIATION, 1854. 

Fkiends, the war that Eastward rolls 
Need not chill our trustful souls ; 
But with woes, far deadlier, rife 
Is our homebom social strife. 

Think, while clear the clarions sound, 
Of toil's captives chained and bound — 
Millions in our cities pent, 
Brooding feverish discontent. 

Here are foes to task our skill — 
Surly pride, and stubborn will ; 
Yeil which long neglect haf h wove, 
Deep distrust of true heart's love. 

Scale this spirit-fastness drear. 
Happier halls for labour rear ; 
War against these worst of foes. 
And be deeds of love your blows. 

If, entranced by War's bold game. 
Coveting the gauds of Fame, 
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Britain's home-wrongs prove forgot — 
I will swell your chorus not. 

Heav'nward be the war-cry borne, 
" Meet we tyrant rage with scorn I" 
Deep within our hearts be said, 
" War to Wrong, till Wrong lies dead !'* 



QUERY. 

Is it true what friendly murmurers speak — 
Strife and carnage so absorb men's souls, 

Home-wrongs vainly sympathies will seek ? 
Hushed the nightingale while thunder rolls. 

Glorious, haply, despot-foes to hurl 

From their haught supremacy of sway ; 

But a senseless ardour must not whirl 
Britain from her orbit's round away. 

Let the sun irradiate rolling spheres, 

But rich light her own vast orb should bless. 

Self-perfecting through the eternal years, 
No effulgent central wilderness. 
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BATTLE ABDOUBS. 



SOLDIERS' SOKG. 

"Why were Britain's arms victorious 

Wheresoe'er our banners flew 1 
Why are Britain's' annals glorious ? 

Why ? Because her heart was true ! 
Not for vulgar acclamation, 

Not to lord it o'er the free, 
Have we warred with King or Nation, 

But inspired by Liberty. 

Where the weak beneath the oppressor 

Trembled in an iron grasp, 
England was their wrongs' redresser ; 

Her mailed foot aye crushed the asp. 
Yea, let hydra-serpents rear them, 

Folding tight each giant coil. 
Shall we dread them ? shall we fear them 1 

On — ^and honour be the spoil ! 

Quick the Despot's aspect changes ; 

They were friends who now are foes ; 
But through all her myriad ranges 

Let Oppression feel our blows. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



SONGS OP THE PRESENT. 

Not for wealth and not for praises 

We would head the battle's van ; 
Though no eye of mortal gazes, 

Duty fires an honest man. 

Though Heaven's ta'en our Chief, stout hearted. 

Him, who countless battles won, 
Though our Wellesley has departed, 

Britain's many as brave a son. 
Britons, stand or fell together ! 

Erin, famed for martial pride, 
Scotia, freebom as thy heather — 

What shall hearts like ours divide ? 

Forward, then, whate'er s before us ! 

CovM disaster overwhelm, 
Thus should breathe our latest chorus, 

God presence the Queen and Kealm ! — 
But our spirits' inspiration 

Bids us hope a happier fate : 
Trust us, trust us, British Nation, 

And our deeds, not words, be great ! 
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BATTLE ARDOUBS. 



SAILORS' SONG. 

The dark blue waves our vessels ride ; 
As restless flows or ebbs the tide, 
So doth our heart's blood inly foam, 
For God, for England, and for home. 

We laughed when last we kiss'd our wives, 
" We go to shield our children's lives : 
** No foe shall land on Albion's shore 
" Till ocean's dyed with our best gore." 

The clifls round that dear island stand, 
But we're the towers that guard the land ; 
Come one, come all, we can but die ; 
Our ships may sink, but they won't fly I 

Should overpowering myriads rise, 
A countless host of enemies, 
Ev'n then we think to gain the day — 
When lost Old England one sea-fray ? 

The sea in us her children knows. 
Her billows free must scorn our foes ; 
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God's world, believe, the friend must be 
Of honour's canse, and liberty. 

So here we'll end our stout sea-song, 
We've not much time to choir it long : 
In Nelson's name we'll fight the fight ; 
The Foe— the Foe— God shield the Right. 
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A SONG FOR ALL. 

There are whirlpools, we know, 

In the deep main below, 
Yet over the billows onr brave vessels go ; 

There are spots, wise men prove, 

In the Sim we all love ; 
But we can't have perfection below or above. 

And many a wrong. 

And sad themes for our song, 
Has Britain, of woes and abuses a throng ; 

But, since foemen are near. 

Well nor falter, nor jeer, 
But make the wide universe ring with our cheer. 

There's a time to be found 

To make old timber sound ; 
But, since on our vessel dark tempests have frown'd, 

We will tighten each sail, 

And our hearts shall not quail. 
But well let the old banner swing out to the gale. 

Queen, and Prelate, acid Lord, 
They are all on our board, 
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10 SONGS OF THE PRESENT. 

And we'll join hand to hand^ and not clash sword 
to sword, 

For our children and wives 

We will all risk our lives, 
And it is not at such an hour small malice thrives. 

So here we'll agree, 

By the oath of the free, 
To live and to die for the Queen of the Sea ; 

Let the deep thunders roll ! 

They shall awe not one soul 
While God is our Master, and right is our goal. 
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NIGHT BY THE NEYA. 

Silence ! — o'er the vast lone city sink the shrouds of 

midnight deep, 
And the river, sad and sullen, moans not even in its 

sleep. 

Heavy droop the crimson hangings ; through the vaulted 

cedarn-gloom 
Seems to float a viewless presence, bending o'er a living 

tomb. 

See, there lies the solitary mortal, at whose single nod 
Millions sweep to desolation blindly, for their brother- 
God. 

Hist ! what murmur seems to freeze the silence into icier 
pain 1 

It is he ! but none of all those legions mark the im- 
passioned strain : 

"Russians, slave-rear'd, thought-bewildering myriads, 

proud to gasp beneath 
" The chariot wheels of victory, if bound tny brow with 

glory's wreath : 
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12 SONGS OF THE PRESENT. 

"Russians! as the sands upwhirFd on bleak Sahara, 

boisterous rise ! 
*' And vindicate your master's fame, his father-smile your 

spirit-prize. 

" Ha ! what grey portentous pallor o'er the broad horizon 

glides? 
" Sinks the sun in cloudy chasm, and my heart's glow keen 

subsides. 

" Who is THIS, that fix)m the ether swifb descending, murk, 

chill, vast, 
" Seems a very night in night ? the shadows backward curl 

aghast. 

" Who ? I know ! the Czar of Czars ! who grasp'st the 

inexorable sword ; 
" Ho ! ye Russians, to the rescue ! millions, peoples, save 

your lord !" 

"Monarch, thou hast yielded myriad offerings ! should'st 

thou scape alone ? 
"Death's imperial touch is on thee; mount, and stand 

before the throne." 

Horror ! in that last death-grapple agonies of ages blend ! 
Czar, thou wak'st ! 'twas but a vision ! yet, how soon may 
gloom the end I 
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A WHISPER 



Where, while rises red the orb of slaughter, 
Peering through the fogbanks of dismay, 

Where, on this side the Atlantic water, 

Save on Britain, rests Hope's glance to-day 1 

Lo, the vultures of destruction winging 

To the strife, whose close may none foresee ; 

Lo, the tocsin of rebellion ringing ; 

Poland wakes ! long sleep shall Hungary ? 

Where may nobler hearts find consolation ? 

Despots grim and ravening peoples rise ; 
Trust thyself alone, O British nation ! 

God and manhood are thy best allies. 

Recreant Austria, should her forces aid thee, 
Lombard wrongs, Hungarian rights forgot ? 

There are victories coidd but degrade thee ; 
Trust thyself, but trust a tyrant not ! 

Anxiously the lurid storm-clouds gather — 
Blame me not, if low I whisper here ; 

Though thy heart's blood stain the Eastern heather. 
Haply time may bring the conflict near. 
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14 SOHOS OF THE PBBSENT. 

Deep within the vault-way of existence, 

Sleep life's embryos ; soon the vault may burst ; 

Mark, a warning comet crowns the distance — 
Steel thy heart, be ready for the worst ! 

Steel thy heart ! internal mists oppress thee, 
Clings the social' feud 'twixt high and low ; 

Bid the meanest of thy children bless thee. 
Else my poet voice must murmur woe. 

Be this strife's decision whatsoever, 

Sterner fex the plague-fraught clouds may lower ; 
Licence rend thee with her mad endeavour, 

Europe's tyrants crush thee in their hour. 

Trust thyself! in calm and wise progression 
Make thy millions count their mother dear ; 

War the glorious war against oppression ! 
Then a world in arms thou need'st not fear. 
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Some Strife. 



'' To the deep, to the deep, 
Down, down !" 

Shelley. 
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WARNING VOICES. 



KALLYING CRY. 

Up, freemea, up ! The world's war-march is sounding ; 

Aid in the strife against the foes of all ; 
High for this warfare each generous heart is bounding : 

Where is the slave will not answer to the call ? 

Hist! ye who moan 'neath the self-wrought chains of 
slavery — 

Hist ! ye who thrive by foul excess and crime : 
War to base dread, war to triumphant knavery, 

War to each hoary wrong that stays the march of time ! 

On, freemen, on ! for this battle is incessant, 

Fought in each crowded lane, and far on heath or down ; 

War, ceaseless war, is the burden of the present, 
But peace the coming age with victory shall crown. 
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A WORD FOR THE WISE. 

APRIL, 1854. 

Ye who 'gainst the labourer bend your forces, 
Ween me no rash challenger of strife, 

If I urge you, husband your resources 
For a field with ampler glories rife. 

Ill becomes it undiscerning stranger 

Economic judgment to profess ; 
But a child may scan Disunion's danger ; 

Victory over brothers must depress. 

Gain'd your goal, the millions' souls might harden 
'Neath the pangs of baffled rage and scorn ; 

Self-abasement great souls only pardon ; 

Night might sink, and scarcely dawn the mom. 

Ever deeper might the dam be hollowed, 
'Twixt the grave employer and his thrall, 

Till earth's empire in that gulf were swallowed, 
And the same black midnight covered all. 

Foreign danger makes home-discord hateful ! 

Love the spell of old distrust should break ; 
Britain sues and Britain will be grateful, 

If ye cede your " Right" for Britain's sake. 
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MAY, 1854. 

Lo, triumphant proves the calm resistance, 

Lo, the social victory hath been won ; 
Yet low mnrmnrs flood the starry distance, 

And a tremor through our souls doth run. 

Workmen I now for you, the toiling masses, 
Hests this glorious mission — to forgive ! 

Cloud at mom may form, yet eastward passes — 
Britain in her workmens' weal doth live. 

Note. — No judgment is pronotmred on the late social conflict, which 
many will say had better be buried in oblivion : but is it not vain to 
salve over a deep wound still bleeding ? idle to pretend blindness to a 
festering sore? — ^Doubtless both parties, men and masters, deemed 
themselves in the right in this home-strife. Economically, it would 
seem that the employed were in error: yet might mutual concession 
have been wise ; yet is it still the true interest of the Employer to seek 
by honourable kindness to retain the hearts of those who should be at 
once his children and his Mends. 
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CRY OF THE PEOPLK 

" See our restless human masses 

Surging through our cities wide I 
Billow after billow passes — 

Never ebbs the monster tide. 
Squalid forms with gestures frantic 

From each gin-shop reel or crawl, 
And a cloud of woe gigantic 

Seems to brood, for aye, o'er alL 

" Fetid air and dirt unbounded, 

Childhood seared by want and crime — 
By such myriad ills surrounded. 

Tell you us of hopes sublime — 
Of the soul's instinctive reaching 

After God, that fires each brain, 
While with cursing, wrangling, screeching, 

Ring our city lanes again 1 

*' What avail the truths you proffer, 
If we feel us steep'd in sin ? 
Misery is a bitter scoffer, 

And she sits our hearts within. 
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How from worst contamination 
Shall we shield the babes we love, 

While each breath breathes desolation, 
And the sky seems iron above 1 

"With reforming schemes you jeer us — 

' Kich and poor shall vote alike !' 
Will your vaunted suffrage cheer us ? 

Will it prove protecting dyke ? 
No ; the ills .'neath which we're groaning 

Votes can check not, ne'er have check'd ; 
And we rest our hopes alone in 

God and waking self-respect ! 

" Self-respect ! Yes, men and brothers. 

State or Church may aid ; 'tis well : 
But whilst freemen look to others, 

Never shall they burst the spell : 
Never rend the chains asunder 

Lawless passions close have wound, 
Nor the thick mists creeping under 

Break, on which Heaven's love has frown'd. 

" Let the rich man blame his coldness, 

And his long neglect condemn ; 
But we, friends ! in stedfast boldness 

Cry we, " Good ! we judge not them /" 
Let them speak their own just sentence, 

We will fex5e (ytj/r sin and shame ; 
But we gasp for true repentance. 

And the spark may grow a flame ! 
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" Aid us — yes, in word and dwelling, 

Build us houses tall and great ! 
Ever shall woe's tide be swelling 

Till we carve a worthier fSsite ! 
Gardens bloom where gloom'd morasses — 

Man can nature's powers control ; 
But it human might surpasses 

To emancipate the soul. 

" Aid us ! ope your sacred houses ! 

Seek our doors, speak words of cheer ! 
Till man's self from slumber rouses, 

All your toil is fruitless here. 
In ourselves the inspiration 

Round from heart to heart must spread, 
That shall wake a new creation, 

That shall fire the living dead !" 
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THE SUICIDE. 
(a pact from soho.) 

O long protracted agony, 

O heart-devouring, withering care, 

O bleak, unvarying Autumn sky, 
O chilling frost of dull despair ! 

He loved. No Prince could fondlier prize 
His heart's true wife — ^their one sweet boy : 

Must famine glare from those blue eyes, 
Whose trustful glances were his joy ? 

Nearer and nearer yet it crept, 

The lengthening shade of want's bleak woe : 
She never murmured, rarely wept, 

But slowly blenched her spirit's glow. 

She was a heartsome thing of life 

When first she pass'd within his door — 

That memory seems with torture rife ; 
Those days return no more, no more I 

His trade— -'twere vain to probe the cause — 
Declines from hopeless year to year ; 

This blighting frost no south wind thaws, 
No spring will ever blossom here. 
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More silent still, more stem he grows. 

Gravely debating, day by %y, 
If, in the haven of repose, 

He that o'erwearied heart may lay. 

Faith's torch was dimmed in gathering night, 
Love's fragrant flower had ceas*d to bloom : 

O Penury, thy chilling blight 

Steeps earth and heaVn alike in gloom. 

A day, like many weary days, 

Upon that narrow household rose : 

Why does he shun that pale wife's gaze ? 
Why do his lips so wanly close ? 

His hand is on the latch, that creaks 
With a strffcge, spectral, boding voice, 

And back he steps, yet never speaks. 
But mutely seals his heart's first choice. 

A fever'd kiss her lips receive, 

And next their child. Then forth goes he. 
She sits some golden dream to weave 

Of future that shall never be. 

He comes no more. Three days she waits 
In faint alarm. Then gloom' d the end : 

Death and the widow's heart were mates, 
Death whom he ween'd his last sure friend. 
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His sturdy frame of soulless clay 

Win washed upon tike stagnant shore. 
O brothers ! shall we weep or pray ? 

Or only shudder and adore ? 

This is no visionary tale ; 

This, point by point, the widowed wife 
Breath'd till my heart's pulse seem'd to fail, 

The long and maddening spirit-strife : 

For who shall speak the nameless throes, 

The agonies of chill despair. 
Which body, soul, and spirit froze, 

Till Death was all that templed there. 

This is no theme for poet's verse, 

These rhymes profane this wordless woe : 

Sage moralist ! has earth a curse 

Transcending Want's ? I tell thee, No. 
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A GRAYE WORD. 

Of all the mariners, Hfe's billows cleaving, 

Whose barks go down before they reach the goal, 

Xone worthier seems of grief, though vain be grieving. 
Than labour's toilwom son with brave proud soul. 

Such have I known, who just when autumn shadows 
'Gan stem to gloom, and nature solace claim'd, 

Were driven from the workshops or the meadows 
By competition's law, uncheck'd, unblamed. 

More vigorous arms, and fresher, livelier spirits, 

A younger generation chanced to rear : 
What was the Past 1 A word of praise it merits. 

But words will feed not, and the Winter's here. 

And shall the old aristocrat of labour. 

The Artisan, in Union hide his head 1 
" No, no, he'll starve before he begs !" Some neighbour 

Looks in, some mom, and finds the old man dead. 

Believe, this is no crude exaggeration ; 

Thus thousands wait, thus thousandsmeet, their doom : 
Wake thee, O wake thee, slumberous British Nation ! 

Lies not thine honour in the workman's tomb 1 
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WAKNINQ VOICES. 



AK OLD TALE. 

She was young, and she was fair^ 
And she did not see the snare ; 
Fancy wove its hell-bom spell, 
And the hapless maiden fell. 

She, the widow's only pride, 
Could she leave that mother's side 1 
Yes, remorse within did wake. 
And inspired her to forsake. 

How — ^this thought would still arise — 
Should she meet those asking eyes ? 
How the hideous truth confess ? 
How breathe forth the shameful " Yes f* 

And he whisper'd, morn and eve, 
When her workshop she did leave, 
" Sweet, come share my home, my all j 
Be not deaf to true love's call 1" 

And she went. — ^There gloom'd a night 
When the mother strain'd her sight 
Gazing through the thickening shade ; 
But ne'er more she saw the maid. • 
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Quick she droop'd, from day to day 
Pining into heart's decay ; 
Two short moons — no more — ^had past 
When that mother breathed her last. 

And meanwhile, in wild delight 
Grazed 8he on each foreign sight ; 
Rhine and Tiber's shores she trod, 
Ear from home, and far from God. 

Wealth from that seducer's store 
She had sent the ocean o'er : 
Vacantly the mother smiled 
At the heart's-blood of her child 

Smiled a smile that mock'd at tears ; 
In one hour blent torturing years — 
With deep shame and strange dismay 
Tum'd sin's messenger away. 

But that beauteous child unblest, 
Nothing knew, and scarcely guess'd — 
Drinking madness' vine-juice up. 
Serpents wreathed around the cup.^ 

Months had pass'd, and home they tum'd ; 

She, the idolised, is spum'd ; 

And a fresher victim claims 

Yow from him the song not names ! 
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And, in agonising fear, 
Waking from woe's vision drear, 
To her late-left door she crept — 
Heard that low her mother slept. 

Ask no more I — The awful Town 
In its vortex dragg'd her down. 
Where she died I would not tell ; 
Even to think is terrible ! 

Yet, by strange chance, pitying care 
Laid her near a house of prayer ; 
Daisies grow above her grave : — 
Dare we ask if One could save ? 
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THE DRUNKAED'S DITTY. 

Sweep we along I Hell's jaws ope wide : 
O for a draught of her fiery tide ! 
Old tottering beldames, and children, and all, 
Devils have lured us — ^we come to their calL 

Mark you yon gaunt and haggard man 1 

His wife in the garret is starving for food — 

His children must perish, or thieve if they can — 
The gin in his cup is his infant's blood : 

And yet, fix)m the light in his sunken eyes. 

You know that he'll drink till the mad wretch dies. 

See you yon woman pale and fair. 

With the sidelong glance and the rapid tread ? 
While the gin is pour'd mark her vacant stare : 

Oh, were it not well she lay cold and dead ! 
Her husband at home breathes a curse on his wife, 
For the long, long agony maddens his life. 

And the children she loves — for her heart was kind. 
And still at times like a woman's can glow — 

The eldest is weeping her dull eyes blind. 
And the others curse in the street below ; 

And the mother thinks, and she pours down the cup 

To drown all the terrible fears that swell up. 
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Here creeps old age, with one foot in the grave, 
Yet thirsting to quaff life's last foul lees ; 

And here — *tis a sight to make angels rave — 

Come three young children ! Can nothing sa\(3 
these ? 

Look to the smile on each bold bad brow, 

Hark to their voices, and answer us now ! 

So sweep we along ! HelVs jaws ope wide ; 
"We'll all have a draught of her fiery tide. 
Old tottering beldames, and infants, and all ; 
Satan has called us — we answer his call. 
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SPITALFIELDS. 
{as hour op despondency.) 

'Tis not the scenes the world beholds, 

The bout, the curse, the noisy strife, 
That speak the dreary blank which moulds 

The helot-labourer's lot in life : 
That dull tenacity of woe. 

That long, long withering wintry blast, 
That gradual sinking of the snow, 

Till mount and plain lie fettered fast. 

The hopeless strain from year to year. 

To bid life's flame, just flickering, gleam ; 
The careworn grief, without a tear ; 

The vigil stem, without a dream ; 
The fixed endurance, late and long. 

Toil worthy of a worthier fate ; 
The bitter consciousness of wrong, 

That offctimes will congeal to hate. 

Go grope yon dark blind alleys through — 
The hopelessness of songs you'll own 

To bind the many to the few — 

The sight wiU chill your heart to stone. 
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O imdersong of faint heart-sighs 

Beneath our Paeans hymned to trade ! 

Upon the surface sunshine lies, 

While ocean's deeps are whelmed in shade. 

Yet hero-virtues haply live 

Within this unsuspected sphere ; 
Affection toils its all to give — 

Grand self-devotions harbour here. 
But O mute cares ! O withering woes ! 

That neath this huge smoke-shroud find place : 
The vague, vast murmur upward goes 

To plead for vengeance on our race. 

This ceaseless monotone of pain 

That chills the dense and labouring air, 
Meseems, might almost freeze the brain 

In blank negation and despair. 
Oh, will a happier dawn arise ? 

Oh, can this arid desert bloom 1 
Flush crimson all ye Eastern skia==j, 

And let the Daystar light the gloom. 

Note. — What has been said elsewhere in these " Songs " of self- 
ameliorstion and self-elevation on the part of the working-classes may 
be applied widely — not, alas, universally. There is a vast body on whom 
the grasp of bitter penury is laid too closely and ceaselessly to allow of 
any change in their condition, unless Law and Society come to their 
assistance. See the papers on " The Quiet Poor," in " Household 
Words." This subject is too fearful for verse ; nor is this the place 
to discuss the social remedies suggested. Abolition of the Law of Settle- 
ment would seem imperatively called for ; but something, somehow, must 
be done, and speedily, or Heaven's vengeance will not be averted. 

D 
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YOUNG ENGLAND'S BURDEN. 

Let us free the lost and lone 

In the Victory and the mine ; 
Henceforth prate not words alone, 

But for active deeds combine ! 
Now with false delusive cries 

Lure no more the nation's soul, 
For your factious shouts are lies. 

And destruction is their goal. 

Do not bid the toil-worn poor, 

Scorn the faith their souls which saves, 
Or, their faltering steps before, 

Dig their own unhallowed graves. 
Free them in this solemn hour, 

Not from domination due. 
But from wealth s absorbing power. 

And, mob-orators, from you ! 

Yes, ye teach that honour naught 

To the Powers that be pertains ; 
Reverence ye to crush have sought : 

What, then, for your slaves remains 1 
Dull endurance 'neath the weight 

Of a selfish wealth unblest, 
Competition's torturing fate, 

And no hope in death, save rest. 
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Freedom ? — Hence with words and names ! 

Give reality to men ! 
Seek not transcendental aims 

Found ye know not where or when ! 
To the Altar and the Throne 

God hath bound the People fast, 
And the Future shall atone 

For the Present and the Past ! 
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VOICE OF THE MALCONTENTS. 

Loudly, friend, you chant your lays, 

As your soul were in each tone ; 
But in vain we upward gaze 

Where convention reigns alone. 
Nobles should have earnest will, 

Priests be dower'd with heart and brain ; 
But they toy and trifle still. 

And we cry for help in vain. 

Let the demagogues be knaves, 

What are they who guide the helm ? 
Moveless, save when faction raves. 

Powerless to inspire a realm. 
'Tis realities we ask : 

Crown that wills, and lords that rule ; 
In the sunshine idly bask 

Should no longer knave or fool. 

There's a change for good ye cry : 
;Bj.ave — may God each worker bless, 

Lowly placed or stationed high 1 
Wlaat we need is earnestness. 
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But a curse on that f?mall pride, 
Self-sufficient dulness' crown, 

Which can stand by ruin's tide, 

And, resigned, let worlds float down. 

Curses on the vacant smile 

Of mean fashion's glittering fop, 
On all dolts who crowd our isle 

Tn the mansion or the shop ; 
Who, when told how revels crime. 

How men thieve for daily bread. 
Calmly lisp, " Indeed !"— 'Tis time 

Men were placed in monkeys' ste^. 

Could we moral courage see 

In the souls should guide the state, 
We might let harsh edicts be ; 

But your coward souls we hate. 
Earnest will and fixed intent. 

These alone man's trust command. 
God ! Thy breath be earthward sent 

To regenerate the land ! 
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OLD KOGER GRAY. 

See yon low hamlet, just beneath the hill, 

Past whose foundation creeps the mountain rill, 

That will at times the hovels floor invade, 

When tempests revel o'er the wreck they've made ; 

For even beneath the least inclement skies 

Each wandering blast through nook and crevice flies : 

There dwell an aged pair, old Roger Gray 

And his mate Sarah ; scanty joys boast thjey ; 

Year after year their fare more piteous grows, 

Though Roger to his old employments goes^ 

For with the years his pristine forces fail. 

And scarce his form can brook the angry gale 

When o'er the open downs the cold blasts sweep, 

Or all day long the dull skies low'ring weep. 

He was the foremost ploughman far and wide, 

To younger swains apt counsellor and guide ; 

Noted for generous force and rustic skill, 

Now forced to work, alas, for what you will ; 

No bargain can his faltering accents make, 

He's only paid at all for pity's sake. — 

Yet pride forbids, and thought of what has been, 

To seek a refuge midst the lewd and mean 

In yon tall Union, where the sore distressed 

May gain a little bread, and hopeless rest. — 
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" No," thinks old Roger, " idler, fool, and sot 

" Are fitly housed there : siirely / were not. 

" I have not toiled through all an honest life 

" To die a pauper, parted from my wife, 

"My Sarah, whose just care still bless'd my store ; 

" No, I must work, till I need bread no more. 

" Sure, death will find oiir spirits nothing loth, 

" The best thing now, could chance, to ease us both." — 

His swe^ing judgment might be censured blind ; 

Just souls in Unions I have known, and kind : 

By laboiir's lips they're oft too rudely shent, 

Nor bards should fan the flame of discontent. 

Yet since such feelings, such convictions, reign, 

Twere wrong to hide them in a truthful strain. — 

Thus, then, the aged Roger nursed his care, 

Nor failed his mate that deep dislike to share. 

Their sons were scattered o'er the country wide 

And each must for a family provide ; 

And three fair daughters in their youth had died. 

Thus seemed they, desolate and lone, to stand 

Living reproaches to our native land. 

Why did no charitable voice inquire 1 

Why came no help from pastor or from squire 1 

'Tis ever proved, an independent mind 

Is the worst boon, with penury combined. 

The pastor of the village, cold was he. 
And slave to self-imposed mock dignity ; 
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For one mor% leam'^, folks said, 'twere vain to search, 

Pompous in church, more pompous out of church. 

Hoger, afflicted by life's gathering cares. 

Had spumed that duU discourse^ those long-drawl'd prayei-s, 

And to a neighbouring chapel bent his course, 

Where raged a '* minister" with thundering force, 

Who yet the Gospel-message partly bore, 

And told what truths he knew — who could tell more ? 

If error mingled in his ardent strain 

Yet " the glad tidings" were net borne in vain. 

Koger found comfort, and his Sarah too ; 

But thence they shrank to meet the pastor's view. 

For conscience whisper' d, "they were partly wrong ;" 

Nor I the fact would question in my song — 

Only to fate, so sternly evil-starr d. 

Aught solace wholly to condemn were hard. 

The squire was thoughtless ; cold his steward seem'd, 

And nothing but his lord's esteem esteem'd ; 

While the rich farmers (so one told me late), 

Had quite enough to do to " keep things straight," 

And meet the landlord's call on quarter-day ; 

They were " no keepers of their brothers," they. 

'Twas a sad case, but countless such we see ; 
The guerdon of life's toil seems penury : 
And that provision which our laws have made 
For labour's pensioners doth still degrade. 
Long, Roger fought in this unequal strife. 
Earning with pain a miserable life. 
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But daily waning saw his aged wife. # % 

At last, v/hen winter re-assumed stem sway, 
He yielded. To the Union borne were they ; 
Nor long they lingeiwd there in separate ward 
To feed at that inhospitable board ; 
Grief arid resentment reigned in either breast, 
And death full soon consigned them to their rest. 

Oh, must such ills as these uncheck'd endure ] 
Shall toil worn age receive n# pittance sure. 
To smooth its pathway to the friendly tomb ? 
Must each advancing step increase the gloom 1 
Forbid it, Heav'n ! forbid it, hearts of men ! 
Ours were a social pact for slavery then. 

watch, you owners of our British soil, 

That such harsh fate overtake not drooping toil : 
That a long honest life of service true 
Receive the honour and the guerdon due ! 

Ween not that what my simple verse has told 

1 to all lords of soil for mirror hold ; 
Right well I ken that offctimes generous care 
Holds watch and ward, and comes before the prayer ; 
And where neglect has wrought most baleful woe 
'Tis often carelessness that deals the blow : 
(Though such neglect may rank high Heav'n before. 
As Dives, Lazarus withering at his door.) 

More genial pastors doubtless may be found. 
And generous farmers — ^grant it, Heav'n ! abound, 
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Who ne*er deny ta toil its worthy due, 
And help the widow and the orphan too. 
But blame not, Mends, the monitory strain ! 
Kind hearts and just will deem no effort vain 
To cheer toil's age, or bless rude labour's lot : 
And let the selfish frown ! We'll fear them not. 
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THE LAY - SERMON. 

Will you list a wise man's word 1 
Wisdom should be ever heard. 
He who spake was gaunt and poor, 
But no fool — of that be sure ! 
In his eye a watchfire's light 
Shone to pierce our human night ; 
Grief and courage marked his brow, 
Patience — ^you shall hear him now. 

" Kings, and States, and Churches too. 
Oft the work of weakness do ; 
Feebly use their force or art, 
Eeach not to the nation's heart. 
Wealth brings buds and blossoms forth ; 
What are leaves and blossoms worth. 
When a worm is at the root, 
And the tree bears no ripe fruit 1 

" Look at England : where's a State 
That the world esteems more great ? 
Great, and blest with freedom's smile, 
Millions envy Albion's Isle ! 
But where lies such gulf between. 
High and low, sublime and mean 1 
Wealth, the master-spirit, rules, 
And the poor must rank for fools. 
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View the temples broad and fair, 
Scarce a poor man kneeling there ! 
Wheiefore 1 snug pews throng each floor, 
Strangers, aliens, are the poor ! 
Have you money, all is well ; 
Take your place, Respectable ! 
If you own no well-filled purse, 
You may count for dogs, or worse. 

*' Such at least the rule till late, 
Breeding mutual scorn and hate. 
Now men seek the Past t' undo, 
And we honour efforts true. 
But the ills of centuries past 
Won't be set aside so fast : 
When the harvest rots from rain, 
Grolden sunlight shines in vain. 

" Yet, work on ! All mai/ come round ; 

He who strives not can't be crown'd. 

But we, brothers, one by one, 

I^et us wake, and see the sun — 

Sun of reason, sun of truth, 

God's own sun that yields heart-youth ; 

One by one, not waiting all 

Till we all together faU !— 

" We shall never end our woes. 
By returning blows for blows ; 
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If the rich have wrong'd before, 

We, the poor, must save the poor, 

Ours the noblest work remains, 

Slaves should break their own vile chains ; 

And there's few but wot right well, 

'Tis tlw Ginshop makes earth hell. 

" Ope your churches day by day ! 
Let us, when we will, go pray : 
Not alone at settled hours ; 
Human hearts are like the flow'rs : 
Would you bid them swell and ope 
When your hands among them grope ? 
Let the sunlight freely fall. 
Wake one bud, or quicken all ! 

" Schools and classes, these are good ; 
Well despise not brotherjiDod ; 
Since the hand you freely yield 
Let a bond of peace be seaFd \ 
Nevertheless I tell you true, 
Whatsoe'er you talk or do 
Priest, or good Samaritan ! 
Man himself must quicken man. 

" Doubtless, of all cants accurst, 
That which calls men * gods' is worst, 
Which bemocks their worst estate 
With calm summons to be Great ! 
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Doubtless, 'tis a slander vile 
Says each priest has yenom'd smile, 
Is but paid by Church and Crown 
Just to keep the people down, 

" Yet, trust this I our foe's within : 
Each must wrestle with his sin. 
Self-command and freedom true 
These alone the work can do : 
Not to rule the nation's doom, 
But for each to pierce his gloom : 
Each soul save itself alone, . 
Heav'n a heav'n in earth shall own '." 

In a narrow street he stood, 
Speaking thus with earnest mood ; 
And some artisans, were near, 
Bent attentive ears to hear. 
Mutter'd one, " The fool's insane ; 
Thick ditchwater clogs his brain 1" 
" Yes," another quick replied ; 
"Twaddle 1 I'm on Reason's side," 

" Stuff! the priests cant so of sin, 
Call man's deadliest foe the Gin : 
Eh 1 a drop were not so bad ; 
Two doors off it may be had. 
Then I'm for the Chartist hall : 
Who cries ditto ?" " All, boy, all !" 
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" There to-night spouts Ernest Jones : 
Won't he crush the tyrants' bones V 

Round the court they quickly tum'd, 
While the preachers spirit yeam'd 
Towards those brothers scorning him. 
*' Ah !" he sigh'd ; " the night sinks grim ! 
Low my wife and children rest ; 
My sin cursed them — God hath bless'd : 
With woe's brand, like ancient Cain, 
I must warn, and warn in vain." 

In the darkness from my sight 

Pass'd he, while thick gloom'd the night : 

Slowly as I homeward paced 

Fancy all his fortunes traced : 

Yet however wild were they, 

They rest strangers to my lay ; 

But his words of gloom or cheer. 

Have I placed on record here. 
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"ROBERT DEAR." 

If you love me, Robert dear, 

As you say you love me true, 
Come not when no eye is near, 

Linger not as now you do. 
Do not whisper words so soft 

In that low and thrilling tone ; 
Do not seek to kiss so oft 

Though we seem to be alone ! 

God is near us, Robert dear ; 

Well he knows my heart is won : 
'Tis my love that makes me fear 

What you do is not well done ! 
There's a serpent 'neath the flower ; 

Human hearts with ill are rife ; 
And the maid can yield no dower 

That she robs not from the wife. 

Therefore, Robert, let us love, 

But rare secret converse seek, 
Lest forgetting Him above 

We should both prove worse than weak ! 
If you love me, Robert dear. 

As you say you love me true. 
Never let me shrink in fear 

From my hope, my joy, from you I 
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THE APPEAL. 

Of the vices of the poor 

All your grave discourses speak, 
And of censures stem a store 

Heap upon us, week by week. 
Well we know our faults are many, 

And our best deserts are small ; 
But God's sun frowns scarce on any, 

And His heavens are over all. 

If we, men, have wander'd wide. 

We have wives whose hearts are true. 
Wives who strive our sins to hide 

When we make them most ado : 
Yes, if stimg by drink to madness 

We embitter half their lives. 
Oft they'll wear a face of gladness 

So to blind the world — ^true wives ! 

Then in sickness, w^ho can nurse 

With more watchful care than they, 
Though they meet S muttered curse 

When they turn aside to pray ? 
Little does the rough world measure 

Half the sorrows which befal 
That inestimable treasure, 

A good wife, that loves through all ! 

£ 
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And the poor will share his latest 

Loaf with one that's poorer still ; 
Which doth God esteem the greatest, 

Lofty power, or earnest will 1 
Of the vices of the Poor 

Lectures, pamphlets, sermons tell ; 
Heap your blame 1 We've earned far more, 

But we've given our mites as well. 



"*^: 
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PLAIN SPEAKING. 

Of all the rough brutes whom this earth has borne, 

1 know not a fitter mark for scorn 

Than the wretch who tramples a wife forlorn, 

Because he's the viler and stronger ; 
The children's catchpipes should hiss his name, 
As the meanest password for guilt and shame, 
And Infamy's trump the word should claim 

And echo it deeper and longer. 

The sot sits drinking long hour on hour. 
Then home he goes in the pride of his power, 
Where his children around the fireplace cower. 

And he blasts them and thrills them with curses ; 
And her, who would shield her young one's life, 
He eyes with a glance with murder rife, 
Yells a hideous oath, and then opens his knife — 

Oh, this is no theme for verses ! 

But daily such scenes do our giant-towns Aew ! 
Some say that they chance in our villages too, 
Where the air is most clear, and the skies are most blue. 
But I don't know how to trust them ; 
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Have Englishmen lived a password to be 
For the vilest and coarsest brutality 1 
Doii*t the nations sneer, when they call us free, 
While our daily deeds disgust them ? 

A. way with your fond cant of " progress sublime I" 
Men might box with men in the olden time, 
But they didn't give cause for this bitter rhyme 

By murdering those they should cherish. 
No parliament laws were needed then 
T(^ brand rankest meanness in hovel or den, 
But men, e'en if sinners, were always menj 

Not worse than the beasts that perish ! 
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ONE WORD MORK 

Dared I hide in these plain verses 

Blots that shame our workmen's lives ? 
Slang obscene, and hideous curses, 

Hourly outrages on wives. 
Shame to all the sons of labour, 

Toil's best freedmen, shame to you, 
Tf you suffer one brute neighbour 

Such accursed work to do. 

By the voice of earth's chief nations. 

In whate'er claims loftiest meed, 
Now, for many generations, 

England's women took the lead. 
Must men speak of " mere brute masses," 

Fiercely, with indignant scorn ? 
Must your class, of all great classes, 

Solely, crush the sad forlorn ? 

Brothers, till this brand degrading 
From your foreheads hath been ta'en. 

Men will scorn you, while they're aiding 
To efface the mark of Cain. 
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Seek such bmte-desires to fetter, 
Be your homes no wild beast den, 

Treat your hearth-consolers better — 
Men shall own you then for men I 

Count not me your secret foeman 

If the truth I harshly speak : 
For a slave in soul, and no man, 

Thus alone can blast the weak. 
Vigour, industry, endurance, 

I will praise my nation's powers ; 
Matchless were our soul's assurance 

If we called Hearth-freedom ours ! 
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IN DOKSETSHIRE. 



'TwAS at a rich and sparkling board, 

An Earl's of high degree, 
And round sat many an acred lord 

Of scarce less weight than he. 
The ladies fair had now retired ; 

The wine did richly gleam ; 
The youthful host looked scarce inspired, 

For wages were the theme; 

Some voices urged an eager strife 

How best to keep them down ; 
One face beam'd there with goodness rife, 

A halo seem'd to crown. 
A village pastor owned that face, 

And now he silence broke 
With manly and unstudied grace, 

And thus the old man spoke. 

" Oh, sirs, the lower droops the wage 

The deeper sinks the man , 
Seek, seek (nor scorn the voice of age) 

To raise him all you can ! 
No brutaliser thought can gain. 

More certain of success. 
Than labour's never varying strain 

'Neath weight of dull distress. 
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" The hopeless toil that just avails 

To keep the wolf at bay — 
I tell you, sirs, no idle tales, 

Toil's skies are always grey : 
Are always grey, and dim, and low, 

And misery's surges roll ; 
The sluggish waves of want and woe 

Sweep o'er and drown the souL 

" Ah, what avail our thousand schools ? 

The Church, how feint her voice, 
When living men are turned to tools 

Or paupers — ^hapless choice 1 
No social visions I espouse, 

Laws scarce these ills will change ; 
But, that wise men should knit their brows 

To make things worse, seems strange." 

" Well spoke, by Heaven !" the young Earl said ; 

" Good sir, you promised me 
To lead me round from shed to shed ; 

To-morrow shall it be f 
And generous seed was sown that hour 

Which harvest forth may bring ; 
Sprout not already leaf and flower ? 

Is it not here — ^the Spring ? 
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THE FIRST OF MAY. 
(a lament.) 

Oh ! the merry, merry hours, 

When the spring-tide's sunny flowers 
Were not left alone to wither in unblest array ; 

But, in garlands free and fine, 

Twisted round the village pine, 
To cheer the village pastimes on the first of May. 

Now, the dew-drops on those flowers 

Seem the tears of morning hours, 
Shed in sympathetic sorrow o'er each blossom-bier. 

And no gentle maidens rove, 

Breathing songs of peace and love, 
Where the forest echo answer "d 'neath heaven's azure 
clear. 

No, the time of songs is past. 

And dull desolation's blast 
Hath swept the sweet and lovely from our vales away ; 

And we sing a funeral hymn 

To their spirits frail and dim, 
In these ancient mirthful accents on the first of May. 
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A WARNING FOR THE TIMES. 

There's an old brave saw which I've heard since life began, 
That self-respect's the crown of honest labour, 

And the surest mark of a genuine Englishman 
Is not to stand in terror of his neighbour ! 

With honour for his star, 

Let him see things as they are ; 

And if round him near and far 

Folly revel, 
Let him keep his soul his own — 
Stand or fall by right alone, 
And nor friend nor master own 
In the devil ! 
There's a brave old saw, &c. 

Yet don't dream a sullen mood 
Proves a creature great or good ; 
There's a natural brotherhood 
All should treasure. 
But not all the hosts of night 
Should by malice, craft, or might, 
Make a man swear wrong is right, 
F or their pleasure ! • 
There's a brave old saw, &c. 
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Let a myriad voices bawl, 
Truth is truth despite them all ; 
If you stand or if you fall, 

Duty follow. 
And if worlds on worlds should cry, 
" Oh, how glorious is a lie !" 
Let this prove your last reply, 

" Lies are hollow !" 

'Tis an old brave saw, which I've heard since life began, 
That self-respect's the crown of honest labour ; 

And the surest mark of a genuine Englishman 
Is not to stand in terror of his neighbour ! 
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ANOTHER. 

who's a man ? 

Who deserves the name of Man 1 
He w||o face derision can ; 
He who ne'er from duty ran, 

Dreading folly's laughter. 
Who's the coward ? who's the slave ? 
He, who when the parties rave, 
Swells, and yet mislikes the stave — 

Groans, and follows after. 

Trust the instincts shrined within ! 
Friends, there's something there akin, 
Not alone to dust and din. 

But to God related. 
He, who framed each human soul, 
Made eternal right its goal ; 
And His image on the whole 

Stamped when first created. 

And, though self-willed sin has cast 
Giant shadows o'er the past, 
Yet the soul may soar at last * 
To its primal Fountain. 
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Flowers will ope, and rays will shine ; 
Eaglets, that in fetters pine. 
Yielded freedom's boon divine, 
Seek their native mountain. 

Freedom tests the metal's worth 
When it leaves the womb of earth, 
Freedom, aye, must bless the birth 

Of the great and glorious ; 
But that soul alone is free * 
Which an adverse world could see 
Yet nor blench, nor shrink, nor flee — 

Even in death victorious ! 

Then but he shall pass for man 
Who despise deij^ion can. 
Who from duty rarely ran. 

Dreading folly's laughter. 
Who's the coward 1 Who's the slave ? 
He, who when the parties rave, 
Swells, and yet mislikes the stave — 

Groans, and foUows after. 
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FALSE EESEEVE. 

There is a sad and sullen mood 

Which seems too oft to sway 
Toil's children, sluggish makes their blood, 

And shrouds them from the day. 
A half-unconscious sense of wrong, 

And an^r fierce repressed, 
Have raised au iron barrier long 

'Twixt them and those more blest. 

The lack of daily intercourse 

Between the rich and poor, 
Proud isolation, seems the source 

Of ills the wise deplore. 
Nor this alone ; too mean a price 

For honest labour paid 
Has made rough virtue envy vice 

Its far more gainful trade. 

Then, too, the puritanic gloom 

That banished, far and wide. 
The sports that made the young cheek bloom, 

Has nourished evil pride. 
The heart denied all innocent glee, 

Condemned to life-long toil 
Beneath a crushing poverty, 

Has seized on lawless spoil. 
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Thus drunkeni^ss hath o'er the land 
Her hell-bom influence spread : 

As leaves to hail the Spring expand, 
So hearts vnll pleasure wed : 

Or coarse or fine their joys may be, 
To raise or sink the soul ; 

But careworn toil has need for glee- 
God's law man can't control. 

Thus, when we banished from our clime 

'J he dances on the green — 
You know that in the olden time 

Our land had "merry" been — 
When all old customs, rural rites, 

Were suffered to decay, 
For coarse and brutal appetites 

We surely smoothed the way. 

Think not the motive rules my verse. 

Old superstitions, now, 
To bid you, as for sport, rehearse; 

What's false to time must bow. 
But ever should glad feasts remain. 

With guileless mii-th and cheer, 
To yield an antidote to pain 

The love stars of the year. 

There rich and poor awhile unite 

Free nature's stores among ; 
The pastor joys him in the sight, 

The noble swells the throng. 
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Conviction then gains labour s liieart, 

That lords and ladies all 
Can in the poor man's joys take part ; 

Such feast were concord's call. 

Nor feasts alone ; in myriad ways 

The blest change wrought must be, 
If Britain should know happy days, 

And no red tumults see, 
Which, matching hostile class with class. 

Or people 'gainst the Grown, 
Might build no better world, alas, 

Yet pull the old one down. 

And vainly — ^note the maxim stern I — 

Shall all be sung or said, 
Till honest daily toil can earn, 

With ease, its daily bread. 
Aid to this end, ye lords and squires, 

And farmers who would thrive. 
Nor, for the poor man bread requires^ 

Too harsh a bargain drive ! 

And, if it must be, and the swarms 

Too numerous still abide, 
Then send them from your lands and farms 

Across the ocean wide. 
Ope, ope your purses, one and all, 

And let the State prepare 
To answer toil's unwilling call 

To change its native air. 
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Yes, o'er the aem more room may be, 

Fresh earth, and brighter skies, 
And British laws and liberty — 

Then, drooping souls, arise 1 
Let no man languish void of hope 

In such an age as ours ; 
For enterprise with fiate can cope. 

And vast are nature's powers. 

But, oh ! from all who here remain. 

And all who cross the seas, 
May sullen grief and silent pain 

Depart 1 ill guests are these. 
And they who speak their sorrows out 

Worst woes will lightest bear : 
Let rich men give less cause for doubt, 

The poor will scarce despair ! 
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A WORD FOR THE CLERGY. 

Will ye take an exhortation 

From the bustling artisan ? 
You, who teach the world salvation, 

Listen, teachers, if ye can ! 
While your voice's accent freezes, 

Or to sleep our souls doth woo, 
AVe might gain more good from breezes 

And from sunshine than from you. 

Would we scoff at all that's holy 1 

God forbid I An earnest voice 
Thrills us, even in accents lowly, 

Bids us sorrow or rejoice. 
Earnestness, an aim, a knowledge 

Of the hearts you seek to win. 
These will scarce be learnt at college : 

Trust us, reason is not sin. 

Go amongst your striving brothers, 

Learn the secrets of their lives ; 
Know yourselves, and you'll know others : 

Wisdom more than knowledge thrives. 
Mere book-learning shrinks and moulders ; 

You must live as men with men, 
And you'll turn dull-eyed beholdera 

Into eager listeners thep. 
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Down with dead convention's folly ! 

Take our warning while ye may ; 
Even in winter blooms the holly, 

Suns may shine at close of day. 
Even if rains have long streamed coldly 

From some damp, dejected sky, 
Sunlight yet may look forth boldly : 

Trust the proverb, " Ne'er say die !" 

You might win our restless masses 

If you*d speak but that you fetl : 
This reserve all bounds surpasses 

Which would love itself conceal. 
Love, and speak as love inspires you ! 

Faithful words ne'er fruitless fall : 
And if God's good Spirit fires you. 

Your hearts' glow shall quicken all. 
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PROGRESS. 

Does the world indeed advance 

Through the circling ages 1 
Asia lies in deathlike trance ; 

Europe conflict wages ; 
Afric race is sunk in night ; 

O'er Atlantic waters 
Slavery's curse doth blast and blight : 

Woe, Earth's sons and daughters. 

And is this your Progress great, 

Sages, hopefiil hearted 1 
Does the cycle vast of Fate 

Close but whence it started ? — 
Nay, " the dry bones move and shake " 

Out in China yonder ; 
Soon the furthest East will wake 

To the wide world's wonder. 

E'en through lurid Afric gloom 

Rays of sunshine lighten ; 
'Neath the Cross fresh blossoms bloom, 

O'er it blue skies brighten. 
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And the Anglo-Saxon race, 

Spite of statesmen's knavery, 
Must remove the foul disgrace 

Of inhuman Slavery. 

Freedom's giant child, whose marts 

Bule the wide seas, wake thee, 
And let noble Southern hearts, 

What thou should'st be, make thee ! 
Canada, spite faction strong, 

Gloriously advances ; 
Even India, slumbering long, 

Lifts slow, languid glances. 

Nor Australia's future bold 

Be to trace forgotten ; 
Land of toil, and land of gold, 

Land of com and cotton. 
Dwarfed by care, and scant of bread. 

Nursed in degradation, 
Toil shall there enjoyment wed. 

And shall rear a nation. 

E'en our Europe, if the strife 

Eage awhile, and loudly, 
Yet shall wake to nobler life — 

Might may triumph proudly, 
But the destined hour shall come 

When hell's powers must tremble. 
Meanwhile, each man look at home, 

Nor with self dissemble I 
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In the last gi*eat crowning war 

Would we raise Right's banner, 
See we well that her's we are — 

Sure, heaven's breeze must fan her. 
But take heed, great heed take all, 

Falsehood's call delude not I 
Sweet, too sweet will be that call, 

Souls, with faith imbued not I 

Ycu will hear of ampler creed. 

Broader truths revealing, 
All that meets the spirit's need, 

Man's high godhead sealing : 
Of a law of boundless love 

Yielding bliss immortal. 
To each soul that 'spires above 

Through death's spirit-portal : 

Such the cries shall echo round, 

Though the broad Creation 
Witnesses, but they are crowned, 

Who endured temjitation. 
Though the inner conscience breathe, 

" Evil must reap evil ; 
Flowers and weeds God will not wreathe, 

Light and darkness level." 

Therefore, once again, awake ! 

(Blind trust breeds blind tensor). 
Nor for Spirit-progress take 

Hell's most fatal error ! 
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Hold this fast, God's stedfast will 
Bi^athes the Book of Ages ; 

111 must reap the meed of ill, 
Spite of all false sages. 

Yet when this great strife is past, 

Hushed the tempest nightly, 
Come3 the Morn to cheer at last 

All who then chosa rightly. 
Brother, who this lay dost scan, 

Trust its inspiration — 
God's love shall not ransom man 

If he lives negation I 

Yet there is an aim sublime, 

Sin and death controlling, 
Through tho vasty tracks of time 

Mercy's chart ou trolling. 
Grod by pain His dearest proves ; 

Spite of spite infernal, 
All the wide Creation moves 

To a goal eternal. 
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THE FEVER WARD. 
(henbt.) 

Nearer still ! The gibing glances of the muttering crowd 
I scan, 

Mockers watch the victim's death-throes who have tram- 
pled on the man : 

They who spum'd the heart's fresh instincts, waging fieriest 

strife of youth, 
Gloat above my desolation, proffer their insulting ruth. 

'* Madly 'gainst the wall of social order rushed the peasant 

born ; 
He hath wrought his own perdition : we may pity while 

we scorn." 

Hence, ye pale, proud, peering faces ! — Ha I com'st thou, 

too, midst the throng. 
With those dark eyes' restless magic, and those lips of 

love and song — 

Canst thou pity? — O'er those features, meteor-like, a 

change hath passed. 
Ah! I catch that look remorseless — all my madness 

known at last. 
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Still the same contemptuous wonder, scarcely stooping to 

surprise, 
Wintry sun, that glares but warms not, fixed within those 

peerless eyes. — 

Ha ! they stoop, a hemlock wreath athwart this livid 

brow to twine. 
And they smile the world's derision, and the bitterest 

smile is thine ! 

Fever-fancies ! — Blank walls staring, spital-warded, dun- 

geon-penn'd — 
This the end of gifts and graces — this the end — O God ! 

the end ! 

When my giant spirit spanned the Fates' illimitable 

sphere. 
So to wrestle with immortals, and to perish, crumbling, 

here ! 

Lost, degraded ! None are near, save this wan pastor 

worn and mild — 
Piiest? to priest to breathe confession? But the sick 

man grows a child. 

Backward, ever fast and faster, o'er life's di-eary waste I 

roam, 
And my childhood's glade blooms round me, dawns the 

azure o'er my home, 
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Where the village murmurs echoed and the fond breczo 

stirred the leaves — 
Basks my mother in the doorway underneath our cottage 

eaves. 

Ho, the woods I The birds chant freely, and the dark - 

brown chestnuts woo ; 
First of all the giddy band, I mount as though to scale 

the blue. 

O the soft, green upland meadows I where the simple 

bluebells smile ; 
They are nodding, " Thou hast left us for a long and weary 

while." 

Low the cattle from the beechcrofb — hark ! the village 

bells ring out — 
All the genial joys of boyhood seem to greet me with a 

shout. 

— Charles, thou wrought'st me shame I Thy love achieved 

this agonising doom : 
Wherefore rouse the slumbering spirit ? wherefore pierce 

the peasant gloom ? 

Are we slave-born fools of Chance ? Not so ! my soul 

makes answer yet ; 
It had forced its course to sunlight though our twin 

hearts ne'er had met. 
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Vainly would grim habit's fetters, tyrant circumstance, 

control ; 
Upward to the orb of knowledge speeds the heav'n-enfran- 

chised soul. 

Lived not Burns ? — What 1 wak'st thou, frenzy I which 

hast scooped this grave forlorn 1 
These are sj^ectral lightning flashes, not the golden hues 

of morn. 

Fate or Heav'n decreed — I ask not which — ^from waves 

that o'er him rolled 
Bare I Charles, the princely hearted, Charles, the high 

and tender soul'd — 

Son to one of England's mightiest : hence our friendship, 

strange as true — 
He was nobleman by birth and nobleman by nature too. 

Somehow, through all mists of station, clouds and vapour 

raven black. 
He discerned my fervid spirit, fired it on its sunward track. 

In proud Castle Cloyne the peasant shared the labours of 

his lord : 
What should be denied the serf who chanced to save that 
life adored ? 

O the glorious, boundless, visions bursting hourly on my ken ! 
O the worlds of strange enchantment bared to feverish 
Cflances then ! 
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See, the sun of knowledge rises; wider, erer wider, 

spread 
Seem the plains to wax around, and mount the blue heavn's 

overhead. 

Science secrets bared — ^with nature man's indomitable 

strife, 
And the spheres vast melodies, the chart of universal life. 

Suddenly the veil that hid existence from my gaze with- 
drawn, 

Blushing on the dim horizon, overflowed the eternal 
dawn. 

Mark, too, radiant orbs of wonder, in imagination's skies, 
Poet-kings ! responsive flames enkindling light-enamoured 
eyes. 

Schiller, Groethe's world-creations — ^for the Teuton's lore 
I scanned — 

And the serf-sprung Shakspeare, who the universe as play- 
thing spanned : 

Shelley's orient mists of splendour, Byron's meteoric 

gloom — 
Ha ! within me burst the spirit ot the springtide into 

bloom. 

—Ellen ] flits thine image past ? Sweet Ellen ! Ab, I 

prized thee deari 
Yet I brake thy simple heart, and meet my due requital 

here. 
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Can we hoard the dawn's faint flushes, when the noontide 

splendours fall 1 
Ellen was the woodbine lowly wreath'd along the cottage 

w;all — 

Blanche 1 Her pardon — Lady Blanche ! the dues of 

station I forget. 
Why retrace that fatal madness ? Tears ? they breathe 

no mean regret ! 

Tears of bitterest desperation, tears of self-contemning 

hate : 
Blanche, thou need'st not shrink to hear me, thou hast 

fitly held thy state ! 

Words can speak not how her beauty seemed to flood my 

thirsting soul, 
How her faintest whisper bade the currents of my being 

roll. 

'Twas a desolating hour, that oped these frenzy-stricken 

lips, 
O'er our souls alike had sunk the shadow of our life's 

eclipse. 

Charles, in clay-cold regal silence, lay upon his springtide 

bier, 
And the common bond of loss had seemed to bring our 

spirits near. 
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Then T spake — ^ask not how madly ! Scorn she scarcely 

stoop'd to feel ! — 
O ye wounds of festering torture, will ye never, never 

heal? 

From my boyhood's haunts that twilight fled T, on 

through night and mom, 
In a giddy maze of madness and self-agonising scorn. 

*• I will conquer life," I murmured ; " I will all life's laurels 

twine, 
Just to cast them at her feet and cry, ^ My birthright, 

genius, made thee mine.' " 

Shall I paint the clanging strife to which my desperate 

footsteps press'd 1 
Thou behold'st my life's completion, and may'st lightly 

scan the rest. 

How my thirsting spirit panted with a foolbom tiger 

pride, 
But to reach fame's goal, and spurn it — she beholding — 

ere I died. 

How the wheels of toil droned whirri ng on, night's shades 

athwart me crept. 
And the arrogant World-Juggernaut above its victim 

swept — 

How my spirit's lightning flashes failed to pierce earth's 

walls of ice. 
How my being drooped, paled, withered, into sympathy 

with vice. 
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How more madly and more fiercely peal'd the cadence 

of my song, 
How my heart waxed stone at last beneath the spectral 

grasp of Wrong — 

Long one mad millennial vision of a boundless world of 

good. 
Nobles crushed and giants levelled, stirred the fever of 

my blood. 

For the soul-enfettered peoples ardently I wooed the 
lyre: 

Vain — ^this world is custom's heirloom : heartless, hope- 
less, I expire. 

Dost thou weep ? Old man, thy tears can n^Ver wake the 

past to life ; 
Let thy hoary Christian wisdom calm the ocean's tempest 

strife ! 

World, I curse thee ! — Mounting spirits, lit by inspiration's 

ray, 
Seek not fortune's chain to sunder — rot and moulder in 

your clay ! 

But ye scorn my bitter counsels 1 but the flame will scale 

the sky 1 
Was it Ellen whisper'd 1 — Surely, yes, some pitying angel 

lingers nigh. 
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Wondrously these heav'n-bora accenti melt and pierce 

my fever'd brain : 
*' Henry ! All is not completed. Henry ! thou must 

wake again. 

" Brace thy spirit to recapture childhood's long-forgotten 
lore : 

" Stars that shone upon thy cradle beckon onward ever- 
more.'* 



So, the world which scorned my song shall round its blind 

mechanic course, * 
But my dying words shall echo, as an impotent remorse. 

Father ! Household pure affections ! all the joys I scorn'd 

and fled, 
At the last I wake, and know ye ! Barren light is round 

me spread. 

Peal, ye clarions ! Reason's feme — ^and sound the triumphs 

of the Mind ! 
*Tis the Heart is kin to Heaven ! Hear it, self-willed 

souls and blind ! 

Nay, the torch may light the hovel that within the palace 

pales ; 
Grenius needs not praise from mortal, bears its burden, and 

prevails. 
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Bold aristocrats of nature, bent to sway the tides of fate, 
Rule the mighty spirit- world within — ^your empire shall 
be great. 

Fond adventurers, eager-hearted, who would spurn your 

fathers' sod, 
Greatness comes where least expected : work, and leave 

the rest with God. 

And in those immeasurable oeons stretching past our ken. 
Other crowns may be awarded , haply, than were wreath 'd 
by men. 

Then the fameless and the nameless, ween'd the dreary 

spoil of Time, 
May outsoar art's master-poets and earth's conquerors 

sublime. ^ 

Hist! the breeze that wakes and murmurs seems the same 

that stirred the leaves 
In the long forgotten twilight round about our cottage 

eaves — 

And the nightingale is calling from the bosom of the 

wood ; 
Then, as now, I heard her accents, but I never understood. 

" Rest," she sang, " within thy loved ones' circle, bear and 

conquer fate !" 
Nightingale, thou call'st me vainly — ^I conceive thee all 

too late. 

G 
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I have left Spring's flowers to wither, T have scom'd 

Bight's path to tread, 
I have blasted those who piized me, and a God is overhead. 

'Tis not that a mad ambition made my genial spirit bound : 
T might sing beside the furrow, and Heaven's sunshiue 
pure had crown'd. 

Were it needful that the giddy world should profit by 

the lay, 
It had stoop'd, mayhap, to listen from its cities &r away. 

Or if fate no answering praises for the minstrel lyre 

decreed. 
Song will breathe its own enchantment, song shall wreathe 

its own fresh meed. 

Twas a mean, a base desire, that, half unconscious, stirred 

the flame 
Of that reckless fever-passion which my spirit's shroud 

became. 

Hark, the nightingale's complaining seems to flood the 

dreary gloom : 
" Wherefore,^ wherefore, hast thou left us ? scorned love's 

blossoms in their bloom ? 

'^ We have called thee, all who loved thee, fipom thy 

desolating track ; 
" We have broke our hearts in calling, and thou nevei* 

would 8t look back !" 
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Ha! what stranger tenderer accents^ pitying, seem to 

thrill the soul? 
Ha ! what melodies of wonder round my fainting spirit 

roU? 

Charles? I dream! And thou, too, Ellen? Have ye 

come, despite my past ? 
Can one moment of contrition ope the golden gates at last ? 

Higher still the chants are pealing — new-bom spirit- 
pinions soar ; 

Ha ! those Eyes, Divine and Human ! Christ, Redeemer ! 
I adore ! 
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A PRAYER 

God, who from Thy central throne, 
Where Thy beams converging smile, 

World on world for child dost own. 
Guard Thou hold'st o'er our small isle. 

Well Thou know'st our sin and blindness, 

Deeply scan'st our follies all ; 
Yet we trust Thy loving-kindness, 

And would trust should lightnings fall 1 

If Thou sweptst us from creation, 

By resistless doom away, 
We should know that desolation 

Harbinger'd some brighter day. 

On the rich man*s selfish pleasui-e, 
On the poor man's restless care. 

Look, and yield the one true treasure ! 
Hear for all who need the prayer ! 

By Thy promises eternal, 

By Thy sacrifice divine, 
Blast each seed of art infernal. 

Make our hearts, our beings Thine. 



END OF PART FIRST. 
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' At last I heard a voice upon the slope 
Cry to the summit. Is there any hope ?" 

Tennyson 
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PRELUDE. 

A WIDER range has ta'en my song, 

But leave your kindness yields. 
IVe sometimes left the city's throng, 

And wandei-ed through the fields — 
To breathe the air, and scent the flowers, 

And note the poor man's sorrows ; 
For shade and g-unshine bring the hours. 

Blithe eves have mournful morrows. 

Thus have I painted after life. 

Few fancy-pictured gay. 
And hid not want and labour s strife 

That darkens our to-day. 
But hope, I own, inspired my song — 

For should hope once forsake us, 
Life were a cold dream, blank and long, 

From which no trump could wake us. 
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Of love, you'll think, too much I sang ; 

And yet in crowded town. 
On rural heath, this burden rang, 

" Love only life can crown." 
In every rank — ^but most where care, 

Where poverty oj)presses — 
Love lights the gloom with sunshine rare, 

And weariest spirits blesses. 

Nor think I rate too high their powers, 

Toil's children, girls, men, boys ; 
1 he humblest soil will prize the flowers, 

And feel " boon nature's " joys. 
And working-men can reason, too, 

On weightiest themes right gravely. 
From fancy, friends, I little drew. 

But looked at truth — ^and bravely ! 

Do you look, too ! 'Tis time, I wot ! 

For things must mend, and soon — 
Aid all to lighten labours lot : 

We're on the earth, not moon ! 
There's little space for fancy's flight, 

And poesy's gay sallies, 
Till love has chased the shades of night 

That linger round our valleys. 

My Muss has even trod the brake 

Where politics uprear 
Their thorny hedge, and owlets wake 

A song of doubtful cheer. 
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And if as badly we agree 

As mosque and Christian steeple, 
In this of one mind all men be — 

To labour for the People ! 
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TRUST. 

Brothers, let us trust each other ! 

All that*s great in heaven or earth 
Fear would narrow, Doubt would smother ; 

Trust must seal a brave soul's worth. 
Laws, relations, social pactions, 

All that elevates mere dust — 
Yea, even angels' mightiest actions 

Must be based and reared on trust. 

In creation's springtide season, 

When the bowers of Eden smiled, 
Want of trust wrought deadliest treason. 

Turned the garden to the wild. 
When those Lips, all grace possessing, 

Spake the words at which hell quailed, 
Why did millions lose the blessing ? 

Impotent distrust prevailed. 

No blind confidence be granted ! 

Beason's light was given to shine ; 
But if Bight be seen, imdaunted 

Each resolve, " That shall be mine ; 
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Yea^ though earth heap execrations 

On the hero-martyr's dust, 
Spite of peoples, spite of nations, 

I will love, and, loving, trust." 

Even in daily life there rests not 

Bond like this to yield us peace. 
Friend ! if doubt your heart molests not. 

Yours is the true Grolden Fleece ; 
Yours the prize which ancient heroes 

Sought beyond the seas in vain, 
Which no Caesars, and no Neroes, 

By their perfidies could gain. 

Trust, and you, too, shall be trusted ; 

Heart to living heart will speak ; 
'Neath free sunshine, brooks, o'ercrusted 

With stem iceflocks, issue seek. 
Evil still is evil's scion, 

Kindness aye will bless the kind ; 
'Tis a maxim to rely on 

That men make the world they find ! 

Therefore trust ! If left free choice is 

Betwixt hope and fear, choose well ; 
Nobler heart in hope rejoices. 

Charity has wondrous spelL 
High nor low should harbour malice ; 

Greet brave souls with honour due ; 
The same sun which lights the palace, 

Lights the meanest hovel, too. 
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THE SQUIRFS TALK 



" Talk of reform, ill habits are 

A clinging curse," one cried ; 
We gazed across the landscape far 

From the park paling's side ; 
" When once the chains of sin are wrought, 

Repentance won may be ; 
Not ripe exertion, gladness-fraught, 

And calm prosperity." 

II. 

Then hastily our good host spake, 

Squire Repton call his name — 
" Sir, theories may statecraft make. 

But facts some honour claim. 
And let me tell a tale to you, 

It shan't be over long, 
And to my knowledge, sir, 'tis true, 

Though you may prove it wrong ! 
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III. 

There was a wild, wild youth, one Ned, 

Who lived upon my land ; 
A poacher and a thief, men said ; 

One of a giddy band, 
Who passed long hours in rioting 

Within the alehouse door. 
And seem'd too likfe some day to swing, 

Had he not flown before. 

IV. 

He knew his time, and, listed ere 

The law his neck could gripe ; 
Men said he proved a " Devilcare" 

As soldier, always ripe 
For mischief rude. — Well, sirs, long year a 

Passed o'er, and home he came ; 
And first he sought his early peers, 

But time had made them tame. 

V. 

Then to a younger race he went, 

And his old fame renewed 
For drinking's idlest merriment. 

For quarrel, raid, and feud. 
I deem'd no wretch more lost than he ! 

But months, it chanced^ rolled by, 
And nothing did I hear or see 

Of Edward Netherby. 
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VI. 

I tlioiight him dead, or far away, 

When, riding down yon hill, 
I met him, near that turret grey ; 

See — ^you may mark it still, 
Though twilight thickens. — Some rare change 

O'er all the man had pass'd ; 
I look'd, and look'd again — ^most strange I 

And to him spoke at last. 

vn. 
" Ned, have you turned a better leaf 1 

But that seems past a doubt ; 
Then why such deep, such settled grief] 

What ails you, man 1 speak out T 
Then of a gentle girl he told, 

Whose lather said him nay ; 
I talked of time, and courage bold ; 

He answered, " Well-away I 

VIII. 

" She's but a poor man's daughter, sir. 

But yet her wealth is rare ; 
The gold-mines o'er the water, sir, 

Won't match with her gold hair. 
The sapphire and the topaz stone 

Can't rival her true eyes ; 
And her pure heart — ^that's mine alone — 

Could all the world outprize ] 
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IX. 

" I've seen her spread the linen white 

Before her father's door. 
When, like a living flash of light 

She danced the meadow o'er. 
I've longed to be the green, green grass 

O'er which her footsteps tread ; 
You'll think it strange such thoughts should paas 

Through any poor man's bead. 

X. 

" But love has mightiest magic, sir. 

The meanest soul to raise, 
And sure, all things that look on her 

Must long to love and praise. 
But her good father thinks me nought ; 

I was a fool, 'tis true, 
And rest one still in his grave thought — 

I know not what to do. 

XI. 

" Oh ! curses on each idle cup 

I drain'd unthinking down ! 
My madness fill'd woe's measure up, 

I toil'd for misery's crown. 
Oh ! curses on the mean heart's pride 

That made me scorn control, 
And reason, duty, God defied. 

To prove my fireebom soul 1 
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XII. 

" I acorn d myself when most I seem'd 

To triumph in my sin ; 
My rude companions little dream*d 

The fiery hell within. 
And ne'er shall I forget the hour 

When our grey pastor mild, 
Who spake witli love that vanquish'd power, 

Rebuked me, as a child. 

XIII. 

" For as a child he d treated me, 

Till, trampling right and rule, 
At bold fourteen I call'd me free, 

And turn'd my back on school ; 
For, whether quicker wrought my brain. 

Or more I needed care. 
With special love he*d sought to train, 

And teach me praise and prayer. 

XIV. 

" And in those early happy years 

No boy in all our dale 
Was prompter, sir, with smiles or tears 

His pastor's eyes to hail, 
Which seem'd at times my nook to search 

With love that scarce could tire, 
Where I, within our village church 

Stood up among the choir. 
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♦■ XV. 

" I was an orphan, thence might seem 

To crave affection more ; 
For rarely did a kind look beam 

Within my uncle's door. 
My aunt was sour, and he was cold ; 

And so my young heart's love 
Leapt hotly to that pastor old, 

And freely soar'd above ! 

XVI. 

" For he had taught me thanks to Gk)d 

For great redemption's plan ; 
And oft-times neighbours call'd me odd, 

When from my games I ran 
To swell the even-song with joy ; 

And, sir. in those young days 
I scarcely think there liv'd the boy 

More loved his God to praise. 

XVII. 

" Why, sir, each morning breath I drew 

Was fraught with gladness then ; 
The happiness my boy-heart knew 

Seem'd shared by rock and glen. 
Each flower had greetings on the sod, 

Joy stirr'd in every limb ; 
The secret was, I praised my God, 

And I was loved by Him. 

H 
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XVIII. 

" There came a change, a woefdl change 

An older lad I knew, 
Who wrought the transformation strange. 

And rear*d before my view 
A thousand castles, baseless all 

As mists at eventide, 
That, sunlit, seem tow'rds heav'n to call, 

When fednt they earthward glide. 

XIX. 

" He dared not rate my boyhood's friend — 

My pastor. Once he spoke — 
We fought, till Allan, in the end. 

Declared 'twas " but a joke !" 
For indignation gave me strength 

My elder to subdua 
~ And yet he reach'd his aim at length — 

O ! why was I untrue ] 

XX. 

" Why was I false to all the hopes 

My blithesome boyhood nursed 1 
We sport o'er flow'rs — ^the chasm opes, 

We plunge, and we are curst. 
Still freedom's charms the knave would paint. 

The raptures of the bowl, 
And swore, * There never yet was saint, 

Had more than half a soul.' 
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XXI. 

" And idlest pride my ruia wrought ; 

I thought, if school I fled, 
And never more my pastor sought. 

Life's childhood then were sped 1 
* What man would wait a priestis advice, 

Though honest priest he seem 1 
No, Ned, the cake must have its spice ; 

Tame life is but a dream.' 

XXII. 

" Well, sir, I fell ; then, seif-condemn'd, 

I shunn'd the old church door ; 
My wilful sin I half contemned. 

And yet I sinned the more. 
Thus oft, thus daily, rashness falls. 

To hide the barb within ; 
False shame makes more lost criminals 

Than any love of sin. 

XXIII. 

" My first grave fault had just been wrought. 

Had made the village stir ; 
To name it now could profit nought — 

Mad freaks of mischief, sir ; 
When he, that old man, wise and good. 

He sought me, where I dwelt. 
Where sullen and apart I stood, 

And only anger felt. 
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XXIV. 

" For harsh my uncle's chidings were : — 
That voice came like a charm ; 

* To see you thus I scarce can bear,' 

He said, and touched my arm ; 

* Edward, some few plain words attend, 

Though vainly spoke they be ; 
You'll doubtless find some newer friend 
With whom to laugh at me. 

XXV. 

" * Your own heart tells you, my poor boy I 

Your choice must now be made ; 
If 'tis for good, you know the joy 

With which my heart will aid ! 
But if time should confirm my fears, 

Believe, these sins of youth 
You'll mourn through long and bitter years ; 

For wake you will to truth. 

XXVI. 

And should you ever love, you'll feel. 

If conscience thought inspire, 
'Twere sin a modest flower to steal 

And cast it on the fire ! 
Such fire remorse within your breast 

Will kindle. I have said ! 
Oh, could I speak some word more blest I 

God help you, my poor Ned !' " 
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XXVII. 

" Sir, he spoke true : when loudest rang 

The dice-box or the bowl, 
A mournful dirge my conscience sang — 

A night was in my soul. 
From deep to deep I plunged in haste, 

To drown remembrance stem ; 
Till memory far my footsteps chased, 

I ween d, to ne'er return. 

XXVII. 

" And long in foreign climes I roam'd, 

A soldier wild and gay ; 
Around life's stormy billows foam'd, 

And I seem'd fierce as they. 
Still, all the while, grave memories blest 

Of what I once had been, 
My inmost soul witfi grief possess'd. 

And clouded many a scene. 

XXIX. 

" And much I mused, and much I read, 

My idle hours among ; 
The poets, sir, our land has bred, 

I know the most they've sung. 
But soon T left the page again. 

And to the tavern flew, 
But scarce forgot the warning strain 
Of my best friend's adieiL 
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XXX. 

" His words tvere true ; for though the hours 

As pleasure's slave I passed, 
I never plucked pure maiden flowers ! 

And now I love — at last. 
Discharged, I scarce know why, I came 

Once more this dale to view ; 
(The pastor old was gone I) — my aim 

To see, and bid adieu. 

XXXI. 

" But here so hotly anguish woke, 

And impotent despair, 
Once more from all restraints I broke. 

And sought to whelm my care, 
When, sir, — *twas Heav'n in pity gave 

That last sweet mercy-ray 
My sinking soul to cheer, to save — 

A maiden crossed my way. 

XXXII. 

" Tall was her form and blue her eyes. 

In face and form there shone 
A light that made my heart their prize 

And drew me swiftly on. 
It was not beauty, but the soul 

Of meek devotion mild, 
That breathed a magic o*er the whole, 

And glorified the child. 
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XXXIII. 

" How her £air sight upon me wrought, 

Her innocence, sweet joy, 
And fond affection, passes thought — 

I was once more the boy ! 
Once more the waves of gladness seem 

Through my worn heart to roll ; 
It was not, is not, all a dream, 

And newborn is my soul. 

xxxrv. 
**But could my woes Heaven's mercy touch? 

Such boon for sin's lost child ? 
Ah, I have suffered long and much, 

And Grod, we know, is mild. 
If in the heart love's fountain rest, 

Though long it ceased to flow, 
The penitent may sure be blest : 

I feel it must be so. 

XXXV. 

" And yet my heart misgives me, too— 

I've sunk too deep, too far ; 
The glaring marshlight were my due ; 

And can I win the star ? 
Although I love with love that quite 

Has changed the inner man — 
Oh, could I gain her, sir, I might — 

But no, I never can. 
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XXXVI. 

" For, as fot sweet Elizabeth, 

She'll give me look noi* word. 
Although her silence cost my death. 

Until her father's heard — 
Until he's heard my suit, and bless'd : 

Oh, sir, my heart she fills ; 
No hope for me of peace or rest, 

While flow the summer rills. 

XXXVII. 

" For all the rills go singing, sir, 

Of her and her dear looks ; 
' The echoes wide are ringing, sir, 

From heights and valley'd nooks. 
She fills my heart, she fills my brain. 

She fires my every breath ! 
Oh, can such love as mine be vain. 

My own Elizabeth T 

XXXVIIL 

A soldier bluff was he that spoke, 

By this fond glow inspired. 
Whose stalwart arm and breast of oak. 

Rough battle-ardours fired. 
But now all trembling stood he there, 

As anxious, mute, and pale, 
As though he quivered from the air, 

And shrunk to meet the gale. 
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XXXIX. 

i love was deep and true — 
heart, beneath loves call, 
atened to a hero's, too ; • 

I saw and felt it all. 
And to the father of the maid, 

Ambassador was I, ^ 

And gain'd the stake for which I played ! 
You see that hamlet nigh — 

XL. 

There dwell they, there have dwelt for years ! 

In true love rests a spell 
Can wake worn hearts to generous fears, 

Can -vanquish sin and hell. 
A happier couple than these twain, 

This soldier and his bride, 
You'd seek through all the land in vain !" 

He spoke, and none replied. 
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TOWN LYRICS, 



MARY. (SONG.) 

D'ye know why Mary dresses 

Less smartly than the rest ? 
They strut so fine, some folks opine 

They're peacocks all at best. 
With long bright streamers flaunting, 

And cuffs and collars gay, 
A body's coarage daunting 

With such a grand array ! 

But Mary looks so quiet, 

So neat and so serene, 
I would not lose those small black shoes 

For sandals of a Queen. 
No flow'ring shawl adorns her, 

Nor ribbons, lace, or furs ; 
But I'd see the man who scorns her, 

With eyes and lips like hers ! 

But why does Mary dress, then, 

In that old russet gown ? 
For brothers aU, and sisters small. 

That live up a court in town. 
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For she has an old blind father, 

And her mother's sore bestranght ; 
And she'd give all her wa,ges, rather 

Than know them in want of aught. 

And there's one other reason 

Why Mary don't dress fine ; 
Fine clothes may move some hearts to love, 

But neatness more takes mine. 
When I think of that mantle faded 

And the true warm heart beneath, 
I should count me a wretch degraded 

If I loved not for life and death ! 
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IL 

A SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

Take the little one, my Mary, 

We'll to Hampstead Heath to-day ; 
Toil and pleasure life must vary, 

Skies should not be always grey. 
Hark, the merry lark is singing, 

Summer joy o'er all is spread. 
Hearts are dancinsf, flow'rs are springing, 

And Grod's sun is overhead. 

After six long days of labour, 

How we prize the seventh for rest ! 
Toil of self-respect's the neighbour, 

And true self-respect is blest. 
Ah, how other fares it with me 

Since your counsel sweet I took ! 
Marked the proverb quaint and pithy, 

" Self-forsaken, world-forsook." 

Since I left that soundless gully 

Where I deeper plunged each hour — 

Even its memory seems to sully. 

Even its name half makes me cower. 
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Taproom ! where my life's best juices 
Night by night were slowly drain'd, 

Where with self-contempt mean truces 
Made I, while life's sources waned. 

And the morrow's bitter waking — 

Wife and children's mute pale eyes 
All my quivering heart-strings breaking, 

Till they seem'd worst enemies ; 
Till, content, in self-willed blindness, 

War against myself to wage, 
With no single word of kindness, 

Forth I went in sullen rage. 

Then a day of heartless toiling, 

Prey to spite and self-disdain ; 
Till, with all my heart 's-blood boiling. 

Yawned at eve the gulf again I 
Do you cry, my own sweet Mary ? 

Life's night's past for you and me ; 
Now our skies are clear and airy. 

As, please God, they long shall be. 

Yes, please God ! His arm was round me 

When I passed that low church door. 
Where that word of warning found me ; 

It was He that spoke, I'm sure ; 
He that gave it force like lightning 

Through my deepest heart to thrill — 
Ah, your eyes are once more bright'ning — 

But such things are best kept still. 
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Why, this very morning, mind you 

How the pastor blamed vain prate ? 
" Friends," said he, " where God's tqjs find you, 

Take good heed to close the gate ! 
There are sweetest, costliest blossoms, 

May not face the noontide glare ; 
If stars shine within your bosoms. 

Rarely boast that they are there I" 

But your methodistic brothers 

Don't quite sort with my life's walk ; 
" Love the Saints, and don't love others !" 

That's the upshot of their talk. 
" All the world's delights are folly — 

Satan's world, not God's, is this ; 
A cantankerous melancholy 

Is the only guide to bliss." 

And " the Sabbath !" When they enter 

On that theme, how glum and grim 
Grows each grave man's phiz, the centre 

Of religion's self to him ! 
All day long in stivy chapel, 

'Neath extempore prayer to groan, 
Or to hear the preacher grapple 

With the wicked one alone. 

Well, 'tis wrong to laugh at any 
Who to reach what's right aspire : 

That may comfort yield to many 
Which our souls doth vex or tire. 
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But when morning church is over, 

And our hasty dinner too, 
Through the fields let me be rover, 

O'er the green, beneath the blue. 

Then you'll take the babe, my Mary, 

John and Sue before shall run ; 
Toil and pleasure life must vary : 

Breathe God's air, and feel God's sun ! 
Birds are singing, fiowers are springing. 

Childhood's heart is blithe as pure ; 
Happy thoughts are heavenward winging. 

And such prayers God loves, be sure ! 
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III. . 

A GARKET IN BLOOMSBURY. 

See, one low room, with children ^ve, 

Sick father, working rarely ; 
And yet they seem to live and thrive, 

Though thrive they must most sparely. 
Look on the mother's face, you'll view, 

While baby clings about her, 
A cheerful smile, a healthy hue ; 

And when was infant stouter ? 

Their aspect Daniel's tale recalls, 

Who on pulse diet flourished ; 
The God who loved him knows these walls. 

And noue but He has nourished : 
The ruddy cheek and sturdy frame 

To those' blithe young ones giving ; 
Though meat they mostly know by name. 

So scanty proves their living. 

It is the air of calm content 

Which reigns around, surprises ; 

The children's noisier merriment 
No parent's grief disguises ; 
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The father's meek, and all resigned, 

And there's /in Old Book near him : 
He says not what is in his mind, 

But something's there to cheer him. 

And in the mother's happy eyes 

No sign of grief or languor ; 
You'd think she basked 'neath summer skies, 

Nor guessed the north's stern anger. 
And yet their room is cold and bare, 

The wind creeps through each cranny — 
You'll not soon find a worthier pair 

Than Harding and his Fanny ! 

But there are thousands such, my friend, 

Though charity scarce guesses ; 
Upon your path these scarce will bend 

To catalogue distresses — 
Though they may need assistance more 

Than swarms who sue for pity : 
God, God will bless their scanty store 

Amidst the crowded city. 
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IV. 

A CONFESSION. 

Mother, oft yoa breathed your warning, 

" Giddy girls, dear Bobert, shun !" 
So I did till one fine morning, 

Near her door, I met this one. 
She was weeping sorely, mother. 

Though she strove her grief to hush ; 
And I felt just like a brother, 

And she blushed, oh, such a blush ! 

How I spoke — she sought to leave me — 

Do you ask the tale to hear ? 
" Pray," I said, " don't misconceive me. 

You have nought from me to fear : 
If I vex you you must pardon. 

Why I speak I hardly know ; 
But you'll surely not be hard on 

One who means what's right. Don't go !" 

But she went : the summer lightning 
Scarce more quickly gleams, and flies — 

Yet she's more like sunlight, brightning 
All the happy plains and skies. 
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Oh, she'd make the kindest daughter ! 

Match her best with some meek star, 
Mirrored in old Thames*s water, 

When night's round and tumult's far. 

Well — again, again I met her ; 

Modest was she, shy and coy ; 
And my heart could ne'er forget her 

When you called me *' dreaming boy." 
And I learnt the sad, sad story, 

How her father drank, swore, played, 
Made it still his chiefest glory 

To afflict poor wife and maid. 

They had known a happier station, 

But had sunk from ill to ill ; 
Till at last a slow starvation 

Made his weeping children still. 
All but this dear maid had perished^ 

Sure such tale must pity stir ! — 
She her Tnother fondly cherished, 

And bore all to stay by her ! 

Things grew worse and worse. The father 

In his drunken mood,^'tis true, ' 
Beat — ^I'd bear a flogging rather 

Than recount this tale to you ! 
But, distresses keenest proved her, 

And I dared not interfere ; 
For she warned me, if I loved her, 

I must breathe no accent here. 
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If I spoke, his coarse brute anger 

On his helpless wife would fall. 
O the riot fierce, and clangour, 

Eeeling home from Chartist hall ! 
Do all Chartists haunt Gin's palace ? 

No ; but he seem'd steeped in hate ; 
Glad to vent his wicked malice 

On his home, or on the State. 

And, meanwhile, my sweet maid-blossom. 

How she lived all miseries down ! 
Sure, God's love was in her bosom. 

And it decked her like a crown. 
But I saw her pale cheek flushing 

When his footsteps sounded near. 
All her eager heart's blood rushing 

Up, that mother lone to cheer. 

Well, he died — ^M woes have ending — 

And no marriage-gift has she. 
But — I see your heart's extending — 

But a mother, just like me ! 
Well I know you wished to mate me 

With that widow rich and fair ; 
My Jane said, " Your mother'll hate me, 

" And her hate I could not bear." 

So she'd never list the proffer 
Of my eager hand and heart. 

Seek her, judge her, and then scoff her 
Mother, if my Jane knows art 1 
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Only mark those timid glances, 

Which a flame from ice might raise ; 

See the modest bloody that dances 
In her cheek at breath of praise * 

Hear her voice, that sweetly trembles, 

In so chaste, so pure a tone ; 
Could you think that Jane dissembles, 

My heart's mother, you were stone ! 
But, I'm sure, I know you better — 

When you see my love's well won, 
Then you'll count yourself her debtor, 

For the welfare of your son. 
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V. 

A WORKING MAN'S STORY 

Friends, would you list a simple history 

With nought to stir, or move, or touch "^ 
Yet it may solve a seeming mystery, 

A marvel that concerns you much. 
We lived in one of London's alleys, 

I, wife, and children, year on year ; 
And rarely made short desperate sallies 

From that close hive to skies more clear. 

Our one, one room with dirt was grimy. 

Where, eight in number, harboured we ; 
The very air seemed thick and slimy — 

Life there but half a life could be. 
At night when I came home from toiling 

'Neath winter's cold or summer's sun, — 
Twelve hours of tedious mason-broiling — 

What luckless meed my labours won. 

The thick foul air that fills the chamber 
First welcomes me to dust and dirt ; 

Around the children shriek and clamber, 
Till Teddy falls, and roars, he's hurt ! 
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The tea-things in disorder scattered, 

No seat to rest, one hopeless riot — 
Till boys and girls, all bronzed and tattered, 

Are driven to the streets for quiet. 

What wonder I should often pass 

The evening hours in taproom merry ? 
I don't condemn an honest glass, 

But none by drinking cares can bury. 
Still they perk up each cursed face, 

More grimly when you think you've laid 'em ; 
And men who haunt that dangerous place. 

Their very jokes and jests degrade 'em ! 

" But what is man to do 1" I said : 

" We must breathe air ; life's no tame slavery ; 
Give me the rich man's home instead, 

And I'll defy the ale-cup's knavery !" 
Meanwhile, I swigged it week by week — 

I can't say merrily or gaily ; 
And my good wife — what, mayn't I speak ] — 

My dear, you found some comfort daily. 

The children, till 'twas late at night, 

Romped in the streets, and there learnt curses ; 
To give them air, at least, seemed right — 

Eight sleeping in one room, what worse is ? 
In fe,ct, I scarce need more to tell you, 

Who've proved all this as well as I. 
And, friends, ybr shillings three you sell you. 

Body and soul, to live and die ! 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



* 4. 

120 'songs op the present. 

Yes, pass iny»do©r now, all's quite altered : 

See that clean room, so. neat and fair ; 
Heard you the voice that softly faltered 1 

*Twas little Neddy lisped his prayer. 
And Charles, too — ^though a manly fellow — 

He thrashed the butcher's lad last week, 
Who called his mother lank and yellow — 

He'll think twice, now before he'll speak I — 

Well, Charles — you'd search all London through 

Ere you'd find bo^ could mount the ladder 
Before he's up — ^and vainly, too, — 

You needn't think prayer makes him sadder ; 
He's just as prompt for work or play ; 

But that boy, friends ! he wouldn't sleep 
Before he'd knelt him down to pray ; 

Not if you'd goldmines on him heap. 

And all the children, Bess, and all — 

My bonny Bess — ^and Sue, and Ellen, 
Once, how the s^t would scream and squall ! 

And now — with pride my heart seems swelling- 
They're merry still, but each dear voice 

Is hushed when father wants to rest him : 
To see them makes his heart rejoice ; 

God bless them, as their love has bless'd him I 

But whence this mighty change ? you ask — 
What magic wrought this magic wonder, 

And made God's pleasant sunshine bask 

Where gloom was round, and darkness under ? 
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The spell was wrought — you'll •carce believe it — 

List sons of toil and poverty ! 
This lesson, if you can, receive it — 

The spell was wrought by shillings three. 

I got the hint from our old pastor. 

And thought one trial I'd to it give : 
" No man is of himself the master," 

Quoth he, " till he has r<*m to live." 
I stop three shillings from my wages, 

That else had sought th^ beer-shop's till, 
My wife a second room engages : 

The spell was wrought, think what you will ! 

Not all at once, you'll understand. 

But by degrees worked all things straight ; 
Disorder lost the upper hand. 

And I came home no longer late. 
My wife took pride to keep things clean. 

In bed, and board, and children's dresses ; 
They, too, so tattered late, and mean, 

They felt that order cheers and blesses. 

And self-respect bland influence spread ; 

To school they now went, gladly, proudly ; 
And prayers each night were duly said. 

Where angry voices once screamed loudly. 
In fact, I won't exaggerate ; 

Truth's truth — ^receive, or don't receive it ; 
I would not change my rank and state 

Not with Prince Albert's now, believe it ! 
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For I've the J07 of seeing all 

I cherish wax and thrive around me, 
Through my arm's toil ; that's what I call 

Hare comfort : Providence has crowned me. 
And, frown or jeer, this joy, I ow;e it 

To two rooms — soon they shall be three, 
I'm a truth-teller, and no poet. 

Brothers, wake up, and do like me ! 
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VI. 

LONDON SPRING CAROL. 

The first bright green of spring is come. 
Away from the city's noisy hum, 
From the streets so close, and the skies so gray, , 
To Epping Forest away ! away ! 

Oh, there the young larks so blithely sing. 

And the green leaves wake at the call of Spring ; 

And the golden cowslips so fondly smile, 

And we have not plucked them a long, long while. 

They have ta'en all the ancient dues from the year, 
The holiday rites that our sires held dear. 
But the sun still shines over valley and hill. 
And the heart, the heart, is a poet still ! 

Then, to Epping Forest away, away I 

We never shall find a blither day. 

The woods seem to woo us to guileless mirth. 

And we'll all have a share in the gladness of earth. 
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VII. 

LONDON BALLAD. 

She dwells beside the water 

With whom I'd pass my life ; 
And sure^ so sweet a daughter 

Must make a darling wife. 
Her hair lies smoothly braided, 

Her lips rare music speak, 
And all spring's flowers had faded 

If matched with her soft cheek. 

Where father Thames flows gaily, 

Beside the bridge's pier, 
I watch to meet her daily, 

Though many an eye be near. 
There may be little in it, 

Just to take her hand, and part ; 
But I would not yield that minute 

For the treasures of the mart. 

But, O ! our happiest blisses 
Are when at church we meet ; 

For as good a maid as this is 
Lives scarce in square or street. 
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She prays — I kneel beside her, 

And learn to pray, too, there. 
That my arm through life may guide her, 

And the good God hears our prayer. 

Yes, I see the goal already ; 

One short year, my freedom's won. 
*' Boy, be sober, brave, and steady," 

Said her father, " you're my son." 
Oh, Mary, how you'll falter 

Forth your " Yes," with magic rife, 
When we stand beside the altar, 

And I win you for my wife. 
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TO PEINCE ALBERT. 

Oh, Royal Prince, whose generous hecirt 
In many a wise reform takss part, 

111 were it if my muse proclaimed not 
The vigorous efforts urged by thee 
To forward social liberty : 

All hearts would name thee, if I named not ! 

Thou, and the Lady of thsee Isles, 
Whose mercy like a sunbeam smiles 

On highland down, in crowded city, 
The workman's homestead to improve, 
And yield him space for light and love, 

No theme has amplier urged your pity. 

*Twere well, perchance, if wise command 
Were vested in your heart and hand 

For one short moon to bless worn labour ; 
That toil's neat dwellings, far and wide, 
Might rouse our patriotic pride. 

Not bid us, envying, watch our neighbour.* 

* The recent successful efforts of the Emperor Napoleon III. iu this 
(lireetion arc well known. 

It should seem that great and sudden social cianges for good can only 
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If this by fate must be denied, 
Not less thy name to fame allied, 

Shall echp down the years before us, ' 
Reformers of each social wrong. 
Victoria, Albert, prosper long ! 

And blame not if I swell the chorus. 

be effected by absolute power vested in individuals. Let us hope that 
our slower advances may be only the more sure and permanent. 

The names of Ingestre, Beckett Denison, and others, their fellow- 
workers in this cause, need not any public recognition. Such deeds as 
theirs, indeed, best pay themselves. 
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INTRODUCTORY SONNET 

TO RURAL RHYMES. 

Now to the country must my mua% direct 

Her wandering steps ; the factory and the mine 
She slights not, but to paint bears grave design, 
Yet first would scan the plains with cowslip deck'd, 
Or thread the grove where that small architect, 
The wren, her tiny nest hath rear'd. Divine 
Are nature's influences ; sure, " the Nine" 
Here roam o'er vale and mead, unscared, uncheck'd. 

Ah, woe ! no fair Arcadia meets our view, 
Though ofb the swain may feel bland nature's blessing 
Even while unconscious of her influence he ; 

Grave ills prevail, and must be conquered too, 
Blank ignorance, coarse sin, and want distressing — 
Aid, squires and lords ! — and Love your watchword be ! 
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RtfRAL RHYMES. 

I. 

SUSAN. 

When dewdrops yet are pearly 

On every leaf and flow'r, 
Sue's up and moving early, 

And that's a golden hour. 
For ere I drive my plough afield 
In this bright August weather, 
The dappled cows their milk must yield, 
And then we meet together. 
Ah, happy morning, 

When I and Susan meet ! 
The very cows upon the mead, 
I know they love my sweet. 

She trips adown the meadows. 

And trills so blithe a strain. 
She sings away the shadows, 

Till sunlight decks the plain. 
And then her eyes so dark and bright, 

And then her long curls waving — 
Be sure, she's found a spell of might. 

To set a mortal raving ! 

Ah, happy morning, &c. 

K 
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I make excuse to tarry 

And help her o'er the stile, 
But she her pail will cany, 

And dance along the while, 
And.never seem my eye to meet, 

Until she's hurried by me, 
Then laugh a laugh so low and sweet, 

And say, " Was Ned, then, nigh me 1" 
Ah, happy morning, &c. 

Despite her playful sallies, 

Which maiden coyness prove, 
The meadows and the valleys 

Have heard her own her love. 

And soon, if God upon us smile. 

We'll join our hands for ever ; 

And, seek through all the British isle, 

You'll match my Susan never ! 

Most happy morning. 

When I and Susan stand. 
Beside the altar, groom and bride, 
And plight both heart and hand. 
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II. • 

RICHARD. 

So you laugh because I love him, 

And you call him milksop mild j 
But your laughing will not move him, 

Nor make me a silly child. 
I were child, indeed, to listen 

To your tauntings but with scorn ; 
For his dear eyes would not glisten, 

If I left him all forlorn I 

Is there youth has bolder fancy ? 

Is there youth has braver soul ? 
Boast your lovers, Sue and Nancy ! 

" They can swear, and drink, and bowl I . 
Richard's but a craven spirit, 

Always works his father's will. 
Must not rank with lads of merit'* — 

Think you ] But I love him still. 

Long Tom's reckoned great in swearing, 
Philip struts enough for three. 

Black Ned's famous for his staring ; 
But he won t soon stare at me ! 
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Poachers, drunkards, longbow-shooters. 
These, of course, must pass for men ; 

And, if such be worthy suitors, 
Richard's but a milksop, then ! 

Off at earliest mom to labour, 

Goes he with a lightsome heart , 
Always prompt to help a neighbour, 

Or to take a weak one's part. 
Yes, he honours his old father. 

Loves his duties to fulfil ; 
You'd choose bolder spirits, rather — 

There are plenty — have your will. 

Yes, I even sha'n't misprize him, 

Though you seem to think it shame. 
If to church he hourly hies him ; 

That won't prove him mean or tame. 
And, last night, when black Ned blustered. 

Whom you call'd " that roaring blade," 
And my sister Agnes flustered — 

Pardon Ned to beg was made ! 

Ask the lads, for they know better 

Who's the master, if he like ; 
Eichard's prompt to break each fetter, 

But he'll none but tyrants strike. 
Yet if they were haply stouter. 

As they're bolder far to swill — 
Let the village jeer and flout her, 

Ilis true maid should love him still. 
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III. 
HOP-SONG, FOR KENT AND SURREY, etc. 

I. 
Brightly the hill-top is gleaming to-day : 
Come to the Hop- picking ! sisters, away ! 

Who'd not be merry while sunlight is shining 

O'er the broad valleys that laugh back again ? 
And there'll be one, as my fancy's divining, 

Who'll look for me midst the hop-pickers' train. 
Yes, if I'd let him he'd stand by my side : 
Why should a modest request be denied 1 

II. 
Mark now those bright hues of yellow and green ; 
Sunlight and ocean thus mingle their sheen. 

Pluck down the blossom so brilliantly flaunting. 

Pile in the baskets the rich harvest-spoil ; 
What are those fancies my silly heart haunting ? 
Can I still think of him, burdened with toil 1 
Yes, and he comes — and he sues for my smile — 
Ah, if he knew how my heart beat the while ! 

III. 
Yes, but who knows, all our labour to-day 
Only may end in distress and dismay. 
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If I should own how my whole heart rejoices 

When he once whispers, * I love thee, most dear !' 
What, if we wed, and our children's sad voices 
Made that heart quiver with passionate fear — 
What if the juice by those rich blossoms given 
Wean'd him from home, from wife, children, and Heaven 1 

IV. 

Fondly he whispers, " Excess is foul sin ; 
Madness in one who such treasure should win ! 
No, love, to me far more sweet are thy kisses 
Than all the nectars of France or of Spain : 
Let but my heart taste that fondest of blisses, 
Truly to love, and be loved back again." 
^ Ask, then, my father, and he'll speak the rest ' — 
Long years have passed, and, thank God, we're still blest. 
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IV, 

THE FIRST PARTING. 

The coach is coming, Mary dear, 

But can't be nigh, I know, 
The hill's so steep — come near, more near ! 

'Tis hard to let you go. 
'Tis very hard to part, my child ; 

But God's good will be done : 
Don't ciy, child ! smile, you always smiled 

More blithely than the sun. 

But children seven — and father's old, 

And John is not so strong — 
Well, well, you'll earn a heap of gold ! 

And then it won't be long : 
The squire will leave the town again, 

And we shall see you here, 
As bonny as the harvest grain 

All golden ripe in ear. 

You won't forget us far away 

Mid London's toil and strife ; 
And don't forget, dear child, to pray 

That God may bless your life 1 
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There's one that begged f Ust good-bye, 

But you are both so young ; 
Fruits ripen not 'neath April's sky, 

No linnet yet has sung. 

And yet yd\i won't forget him quite ; 

When London coxcombs prate, 
You'll think of Francis' last good-night ! 

But see — ^*tis nearly eight ; 
They'll soon be here — God bless you, child ! 

Here's Tommy must be kiss'd, 
And Bet, and Sue, they're almost wild, 

Ah, how you will be miss'd ! 

How father, when at night he'll crawl 

Across the fallow field, 
Will think "Could I but hear her call 

The old fond welcome yield !" 
He's scant of words, folks call him rough ; 

But when his chair you set, • 
He'd looks of love and smiles enough — 

And now, he won't forget ! 

Don't talk of sending wages down ! 

You'll want them all, I'm sure ; 
Things cost much money up in town, 

Yet true it is we're poor : 
But help from you, child, we'll not ask. 

Here's Bob a kiss has prayed — 
How will he con his daily task 

When you're not near to aid ? 
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I scarce kno^ hcilir. we shall get on 

Without you, Mary, love ; 
You've kept the heart up in our John, 

And made me look above ! 
That old Dutch clock, that ticked till now 

Its pleasant heartsome tune, 
Will seem to say, " She's here no more 

Who made December June." 

You've been a blessing from your birth, 

The taper in our gloom ; 
There's scarce a better girl on earth 

Though praises make you bloom — 
Yes, bloom as red as crimson rose 

That gives its fragrance out ; 
You're sweet as any flower that blows ! 

The guard — I heard his shout. 

Here comes the coach — what, pale as snow ? 

My daughter, don't lose heart, 
God be with you where'er you go. 

For now we must, must part ! 
The little ones around her cling, 

The guard impatient cries, 
She's up — all birds, we know, take wing, 

And we — ^must dry our eyes. 
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RURAL COURTSHIP. 

lugy's song. 

We were reaping in the com ; 

How it came I can't remember, 
'Twas a golden autumn mom 

In the ripe month of September. 

Surely we had loved full long ; 

How we 'gan to love I know not. 
Who e'er heard the lark's first song ? 

Violets 'neath men's gazes blow not. 
Somehow something thrill'd my heart 

Even in childhood for dear Robin ; 
Even at school he took my part, 

Fought my foes, and hushed my sobbing. 

We were reaping, &c. 

Oft at wintry mom, when I 

Wept while winds blew freezing round me, 
He to keep me warm and dry. 

In his own thick cloak has bound me. 
If my lessons irked my brain 

He would stand and prompt their meaning. 
Playmates called him then in vain, 

Kindly o'er my school-books leaning. 

We were reaping, &c. 
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Then he'd mount, rare eggs to gain, . 

Tallest elm, though else it grieved him 
Bird or living thing to pain ; 

With a kiss IVe oft received him, 
With my little arms outspread, 

Just beneath the broad tree's shadow ; 
Or he'd climb for fruit instead, 

Chase the wild bull from the meadow. 

We were reaping, <kc. 

Or where waterlilies grew 

Far he'd swim, if I commanded, 
Just to pluck a flower or two — 

Fetch some paper vessel stranded. 
Still he seem'd more dear, more dear, 

When at church we stood together : 
How I loved his voice to hear ! 

Happy hours of sweet spring-weather ! 

We were reaping, <fec. 

Later, when I first left school. 

We were sister still and brother ; 
But I soon, poor silly fool, 

Made pretence to like some other. 
Why, I never could conceive. 

But I did it — Dick or Harry, 
Philip — ^ah, that makes me grieve — 

Philip most, bold Philip Parry. 

We were reaping, ifcc. 
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He of all our village swains 

Still seem'd first in sport or revel ; 
He could sing, too, merriest strains : 

Old folks call'd him Phil the Devil ! 
For, said they, despite his sins, 

He has wit and happiest cunning ; 
When the rogue to court begins, 

All the girls hell snare with funning. 

We were reaping, <kc. 

Yet I ne'er could Philip brook. 

And I liked brave Robin dearly; 
Why, then, did my eyes ne'er look 

Where my heart was fixed sincerely 1 
So it came — ^'tis shame to tell — 

But when Robin's looks upbraided, 
"Toll," I said, "the old church bell, 

Robin ! our hearts' flow'rs have faded." 

We were reaping, &c. 

For three years or more agone. 

He had plucked each fresh Spring blossom, 
And had wreathed them, one by one, 

In a nosegay for my bosom ; 
And I long had borne it there ; 

After, when those blossoms perished, 
Laid them in my book of prayer. 

And their memory fondly cherished. 

We were reaping, &c. 
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Yet no word of love I spoke, 

Rather feigned most foolish fancies ; . 
And with Philip passed my joke, 

While Rob sought revenge with Frances. 
At the dance, last harvest-prime, 

Followed each this fond endeavour ; 
Ne'er joined hands, no, not one time — 

We shall join them soon for ever ! 

We were reaping, <fec. 

Philip in the field stood near ; 

Up he came, and, fool presuming ! 
Called me " Lucy," " love/* and " dear," 

Said, " How jihose ripe lips are blooming I 
Let me kiss the roses off ! 

Never rose like these has glistened." 
Robin heard the noisy scoff. 

Pale as death he stood, and listened. 

We were reaping, <fec. 

" Leave me, Philii) — go, sir ! go 1" 

Scarce my quivering lips could utter ; 
" Yes," quoth he, " I read that No ; 

Willing maids of course must mutter." 
What chanced next you knew before ; 

Robin came, the two contended ; 
When I look'd the strife was o'er. 

And our heart's strife, too, was ended. 
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We were reaping in the com ; 

How it came, I can't remember, 
On that golden autumn mom 

In the blest month of September. 
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THE CONVICT'S TALE. 

Yes, I was nurtured in the pauper's dwelling, 

My parents died ere I could know their love ; 

And dreary was my boyhood, pent within 

Those high stone walls ; yet not without its blessings. 

There came a chaplain to the Union, sir, 

A kind, grave, venerable man. One day. 

He marked my sad boy-face, and spoke me fairly : 

I can remember that mild greeting yet. 

Its every accent. Thanks to his appeal. 

More hours of liberty and play were left me. 

Till then, at hemp-picking I drudged all day, 

Save when I toiFd at school, with no kind master 

To make the ta<*k of learning a delight, 

As made it might be : (things are ))etter now 

In the old land at home, so all men tell me.) 

Well, sir, that word of kindly sympathy. 

It sowed a generous seed within my breast, 

Which ripened-^though my Past might make you 

doubt me — 
And reared some scanty bloasoms. Truth I prized 
In those young days ; and if there chanced rise question 
Of facts my eyes had witnessed, the stern master 
Who swayed the inmates of misfortune's homo 
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Call'd ' Allan ;' and, if hononr bade not silence 

(And if it did no torture had constrained me), 

My evidence for sure award was ta'en. 

Well, years fled by ; I was a child no longer — 

A growing youth, who pined for sun and air, 

Nor pined in vain. The guardians prentice bound me 

To the grave gaoler of the county keep ; 

A stem old pile, that frowned above the wall 

Of that cathedral city where fate cast me, 

With gloomy buttresses, and mullion'd arch. 

And long low passages that scarce knew ending. 

But then, my hours of freedom were assigned me, 

When I might roam the city far and wide. 

Or scale the heights that on the right upreared them. 

Or plunge into the forests down the vale. 

Then first I tasted nature's sacred joys. 

Then first I seem'd to learn the bliss of being ; 

The flow'rs, the streams, the bright green of the forest. 

All were a new-found world of light to me : 

From which returning, darker gloom'd the keep, 

With all the melancholy cares it cost me. 

But there was magic, too, to make this bloom 

A very Paradise, a golden Eden, 

As you shall learn, sir, if your patience hold. 

The grave old gaoler was a worthy man, 
Calm, grave and still, with frown that few could face. 
But only weighty cause would prompt its lightning. 
And he had smiles too ; sweet though rare were they — 
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Tke sun shines brightest forth mid cloudwrought skies — 

Smiles for his daughter Alice. Fair was she : 

Her beauty gleam'd in that dark dungeon-keep 

As some young rosebud on a ruined tower ; 

Or like one star, that, in a moumftil night. 

Far out at sea, recalls the thought of home. 

Beaming as once it beam'd above our dwelling. 

I saw her, worthy sir, and lived beside her, 

And you will little wonder I should love. 

Flowers seek the sunlight, ocean rolls his waves 

Obedient to night's queen, and I loved Alice. 

(Grief and some study, sir, have taught me thought, 

And so, though pauper-bred, I talk thus idly ; 

Yet there are themes will clothe themselves in blossoms 

Like the young branches in the early May.) 

Well, sir, I loved ; and, bronzed as now I look 

By toil and care, I was a likely youth then. 

With fresh blue eyes, light hair, like gold, maids said. 

Lithe form, and honest brow ; and so, she liked me. 

She was a contrast in all this to me ; 

Short, with soft dark brown tresses, eyes of hazel, 

And cheeks where happy blushes went and came. 

Like roses playing with the Spring's young breezes ; 

Half child, half maid, in years a maid, but still 

In heart and soul — model for innocent childhood ; 

A fountain springing in some forest glade, 

Which breeze has rarely stirr'd or sunlight kiss'd : 

Or shall I match her with some waterfall, 

That full of playful gladness leaps ad own 

L 
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The bloasom glade, and fills the air with melody ? 
But 'twas at rarest hours she'd sport like this : 
Her modest guise in daily life resembled 
Rather a lakelet, flowers around its brim. 
In whose pure azure all heaven's stars shine clearly : 
For love for God, and Him, that Saviour blest 
Who God and man by love hath bound together. 
And all God's creatures, even the meanest, vilest, 
Kuled her young heart. Like sunshine, she bless'd all ; 
And all bless'd her again, whoe'er beheld her. 

Well, sir, this tale may tedious seem to you : 
I dwell so long upon the dawning tender 
Because so stem a tempest whelm'd the day. 

If her good father thought upon the danger 

That our young hearts might tremble into one, 

Like dewdrops mingling, this I scarce can tell you. 

I think he prized his Alice far too highly 

To fear a pauper-boy should dream of love : 

And as for her, no nun in convent lone 

Was e'er so shrouded from the breath of passion 

As Alice, in her father s thought. At least. 

Thus stood the case when first I shared his dwelling ; 

Slowly, with time, there came a change. 

It chanced — 
And now I near the crisis of my story — 
A prisoner, rich in worldly goods, was lodged. 
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For a foul crime, within our city dungeon ; 

(His name or sin 'twould serve no aim to tell ; 

The children of the night, let night receive them !) 

But, sir, good Walter, Walter Blake, (so call 

The father of my Alice) placed great trust — 

For now two years had flown — in my heart's truth ; 

There was a frankness in my looks and tones 

That drew trust then, as spring-tide calls the blossoms, 

And this chief prisoner to my care consigned he. 

Well, at this time, so hapless chance would have it, 

So Providence decreed as trial due, 

Her father said he'd send her o'er the water. 

Her aunt in Paris kept a school for girls ; 

'I'here should she pass one year, to add new graces 

To nature's own, and fit her for the bride 

Of monarch. Then he hinted, though obscurely, 

A wealthy kiusman — farmer half, half squire — 

Already sought her hand. These fatal purposes 

One morn in confidence he breathed to me, 

And marked my features — so I ween'd — severely, 

With searching scrutiny. Oh, had I spoken I 

Had I but summon'd courage in that moment 

To breathe the aspiring secret of my soul ! 

But scarce my heart had search'd its depths of passion 

Until that hour when all I loved seem'd lost. 

His calm, still voice a firm resolve bespoke, too ; 

I fear'd that he would spurn my wild petition, 

And call it frenzy-born, and so kept silence, 
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Deep brooding o'er my woes. Lost, lost was Alice 

To love, to me ! From my sweet dreams of rapture, 

My half-unconscious visionary bliss, 

I woke despairing ; as one, blossom-cradled, 

Alight start, and find a serpent s coils twined round him. 

Some few hoarse words I breathed of agcmy 

When we two met that night ; though she said nothing, 

I saw a deep, deep grief benumb'd her soul, 

Like ice that stayed the current of life's river. 

I broke away ; and, as my duty bade, 

Bore his night's supper to that wealthy prisoner. 

Whether he read my spirit's agony 

In my wild eyes and haggard brow I know not j 

But on that night he dared propose a compact 

Of treason, hell's own child, for gold, much gold — 

Yea, half his wealth. I bore the keys that eve, 

And he was weak and old. "Convey me forth," 

He said ; "I'm in your power till I cross ocean ; 

And ere I go I'll seal the bond — this night 

Shall make my coffers yours ; and, trust me, sir. 

My man of business will so order it. 

That it shall seem somre distant kinsman claim'd you, 

And own'd you his upon his dying bed. 

So none shall e'er suspect your source of wealth ; 

And, for my flight, we'll leave that casement ope. 

And wrench the bars away, so all shall think 

My force or cunning wrought my issue solely. 

Perchance with secret aid from friends without." 
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I heard all this, and frenzy ruled the hour ; 
I thought, " Tis better one wretch cheat the grave 
For some short years, than hearts be wreck'd for ever ! 
The sin's on mercy's side ; I cannot lose her !" 
And, madly breath' d I, " Good, I take your offer." 

Then, in that moment, sir, a stifled cry 

I seem'd to hear. There was a room above, sir, 

Where, by contrivance strange, words in that dungeon 

Were faintly echoed ; with astute design, 

Framed, doubtless, in the dark stem times of old. 

To guard state prisoners. In my heart's despair 

I never thought of this, my reckless agony ; 

Nor, had I thought, had trembled, for that chamber 

Was rarely trod by mortal. Yet, that night, , 

It chanced that one lurked thei-e, as since I learnt, 

For solitary commune with her God, 

Weening to shroud her grief from all observance. 

'Twas she I lov'd — ^'twas Alice ! — yes, 'twas Alice ! 

And what did she, although she dearly prized me 1 

In terror for my soul, and nameless woe. 

She sought her sire, and tremblingly confess'd 

The hideous truth to him : she thought that surely 

Such truth would never pass his lips again. 

For well she knew he like a father prized me. 

Well, sir, you'll scarcely doubt his stem resolve, 
For duty, honour, truth, to heart like his 
Were as God's image, and who fail'd in these 
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Became as worthless in his soul's esteem 

As a rank poppy. Even that hour he spoke 

My sentence ; spoke what, burning, I recall, 

Though life betwixt that hour and this has roll d. 

Not ocean's self could wash my shame away ! — 

He told me he had mark'd our dawning love ; 

And though he once had prouder fancies cherished, 

Yet honour crowns a man, and then it crown'd me : 

And so he thought, my term of trial o'er. 

Of which this year-long severance formed a part, 

To yield her to my loving arms for life. 

" This morning," he pursued, " I spoke to prove you, 

Half wishing you might own your bold desire, 

And then prepared with distant hopes to cheer you. 

Though not to yield the surety of success. 

But you were silent ; fear restrained your tongue, 

And confidence you lacked in one who prized you, 

Who honoured tJwn too highly. Boy, you feared I 

That fear much lowered you in my esteem ; 

For frankness I had thought to find in you. 

Ah ! had you spoken, we were happy, Allan ! " 

I heard, and breathed, and felt my brain whirl round, 

And pricked my hand to prove that all was real 

But he spoke calmly on (whate'er he felt. 

His will controU'd his voice), " That now is past, 

And you must bide the sentence of your country ; 

'Tis not my part so foul a crime to hide. 

You've looked your last on Alice — that's past question ; 

Guilty you are, and o'er the seas must go, 
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'Tis like, to lifelong exile. Bear your fate, 
And let no vain cries sink you deep and deeper 
In his esteem who thought to call you son." 

Stern was his accent, and his look severe. 
Yet in the hour he spoke my doom I loved him ; 
Felt, too, how true his love for me had been — 
How deep his anguish was in thus rejecting, 
In thus consigning to an exile's misery : 
Felt, while I knew all efforts would prove hopeless 
To bend his firm-set will. Around his feet 
His loved child clung, imploring my forgiveness, 
Urging her life-long happiness at stake, 
Owning her love for him he call'd the criminal. 
With withered heart he went stem duty's way. 
Preferred his charge, and brought me to my trial. 

I lived through all ; I lived the trial through ; 

The knowledge of her anguish, and my shame, 

And his despair who sealed my condemnation. 

Condemned I was, and sent across the sea 

Without one parting glance from child or father. 

The old man hated " scenes," and dared not meet me ; 

I think he felt he must have weakness shown, 

Pity, nay, fondness for a state offender. 

And this his rigid principles forbade 

In secret, sir, he doubtless prayed for me. 

The eve before I left a Bible reached me. 

With few words traced in strong stiff characters. 
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Yet somewhat shaken as by troubled grief, 

On the blank page, without a signature, 

" Dear lad, may God be with thee o'er the watei-s !" 

Well, sir, I reached my place of destinat ion, 

And toil*d in chains without one hope to bless ma 

The hardships of a convict's lot to paint 

You'll ask me not ; fierce sun, and toilsome labour, 

And no kind hand to grasp at close of day. 

But worst companionship with men grown old 

In horror, shrieks and curses, life obscene, 

A world from which in blank disgust I turned me. . 

Mj trusty arm had need to prove my fiiend. 

At last, when brawl on brawl had raged and ended, 

I gained the right to go my ' sulky way ' — 

So snarled they — and to brood o'er my despair. 

Strangely, a silvery ray pierced the thick gloom ; 

I knew not how or why — it may sound childish — 

But that first word of loving sympathy 

The grey old chaplain spoke, when night lay round me. 

And sorrow walled me from the world of men. 

Seemed to reverberate through the long years' silence. 

And whisper there was still a God of love. 

And Alice ! Think you, sir, her image fled 
Midst the broad horrors of that land of crime 1 
No ; still it spread protecting buckler o'er me ; 
Ofb when I toiled beneath the noonday glare, 
** Now," thought I, " sits she still within the house, 
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In that dear chamber where an atmosphere 

Of innocence and virtue hovers round her ; 

Where her small hands the needle's labours ply ; 

And meditates on him who crossed the waters, 

Swept by his love for her down ruin's tide." 

Oft, when at night I pressed my convict-pillow, 

" Prays she for me, and wakes to weep V* I thought, 

" Or has she sought for solace in the arms 

Of some more happy lover f but that fancy ^ 

I shrank from half in scorn. " She's true as heaven," 

Still would I fondly to myself repeat : 

'* Young as we were, our hearts had clung together, 

Like flower and leaf by countless fibres twined, 

And nought save death can rend those ties asunder." 

I knew her yielding modesty of nature 

Might make the thoughtless fancy, wax were she 

To take the quick impression of the hour ; 

But in her mildness wondrous strength lay hidden ; 

Soft clings the moss, but hard to rend away, 

For all its roots are buried in the soil. 

You think to pass the crystal pool at will ; 

*Tis clear, but deep : few steps, the waves are o'er you. 

Skies of the tenderest blue are oft the firmest, 

The most unsullied by one cloudlet-train. 

Well I remembered, midst a thousand instances 

Of her unwavering constancy of soul. 

Tenacity with tenderest grace combined, — 

As though the oak-tree could its firmness lend 

To blushing rose — how, her sweet song-bird dying, 
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Oil whom her fresh affections were bestowed, 

She lingered long to fill his vacant place, 

Unwilling even a bird should seem forgotten 

Midst the glad strains of his successor's pride, 

And yielded only to her father s wishes. 

How faithlessness and change, reported only, 

Seem'd harsh to jar on her pure maiden mood ; 

How fond fidelity embodied shone 

In that slight frame, those eyes of tenderest hazel, 

Those small ripe lips, that low, broad, snowy brow. 

And all the dear perfections of her being. 

She was a flower, I felt, that stilly ripened 

Beneath the shadow of its parent tree, 

When love's bright sunshine from the skies descended, 

And called her odorous blossoms forth to joy. 

Now set that sun behind misfortune s cloud, 

Her bells would close and nestle in the shade, 

Not prompt to list the tales of wandering star-beams, 

Or nod responsive to each breeze that blows. 

Such was my hope, and yet I knew her father 
Had influence o'er her will ; he might entreat, 
Conjure her not to swathe her soul in gloom, 
And make his old age dull and desolate ; 
For how should he rejoice while mourned his daughter! 
Then might not reason plead with that brave soul ? 
That young ingenuous mind, "He's gone for ever! 
Thou still hast duties — ^make thy father blest." 
Oh, terrible the agonies which racked me, 
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When these reflections swept across my soul ; 
So dread, I could not bear to entertain them ! 
I banished them by strenuous efforts far. 

Still, though my happier visions soothed and cheer'd me, 
For while life lasts man's heart will cherish hope, 
These terrors wild, these startling fears, at times 
Would rush like hurricanes that blast and rend 
O'er all the tender blossoms of my fancy. 
And yet I lived — I prospered. Years rolled by. 
My chains were scarcely felt j a bondsman was I 
(As guerdon for my persevering toil) 
To a rich farmer ; he, too, trusted me ; 
Assigned me lands in quittance for my labours. 
When my full time was up — ^the long ten years — 
I was a rising man. 

I mind that hour, sir : 
The sunshine streamed around, the breezes danced. 
The skies shed gladness down, and I was free ! 
But chains were round my heart. I scarce knew why. 
But in that hour a flood of grief rushed o'er me ; 
My spirit seemed to reel beneath its weight. 
The thought of all my madness had denied me 
Flashed on my soul ; I tottered, reeled, I fell. 
Blame not my weakness I — for the agonies 
Of countless lives seemed blent in that one moment. 
And, when 1 woke, a female form bent o'er me ! — 
Scarce can I bear that wondrous tale to tell ; 
In memory even, too wildly sweet, it thrills me : 
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TI.ere are some ecstasies that kiudle pain : 

Slowly I woke to mournful consciousness, 

And tender eyes met mine, eyes loved, how dearly ! 

Eyes swimming in fond tears : I hailed the vision, 

Oft seen at dead of night in waking dreams ; 

But as I gazed that vision melbed not 

Into thin air ; those eyes were dimm'd, but fled not ; 

And hot tears fell upon my parching cheek. 

Yes, yes, you've guess'd aright, 'twas Alice' sel^ 

'Twas one my heart adored, whose heart still prized me I 

Ah, who could paint the raptures of that moment. 

When certainty to maddening hope succeeded. 

When, in one instant, from a blank despair, 

A sunshine mom of light and glory crowned me ? 

She cheered her father's age with meek devotion, 

Who slowly pined, since 1 went o'er the sea, 

His office soon for privacy resigning. 

While Alice, faithful maid, all other wooers 

Kept far at bay ; her inmost soul bestowed 

On that poor convict toiling o'er the ocean. 

The thought of all the hardships I endured 

For ever hung a shroud of darkness round her ; 

And, night by night, she woke the long hours through, 

Revolving all the miseries of my doom, 

The woes brought on me by her wild confession. 

Ne'er did her father name my name to her, 

Nor she had ventured to recall my memory 

Though well she knew his heart in secret prized me ; 
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She feared that festering wound to touch or scan : 

Till, when his breath was ebbing into silence, 

(Slowly he died, though stedfastly resigned, 

A soldier with his face towards the foe,) 

He murmured, " Child, come nearer — do not fear. 

Though I must speak of what concerns thee highly, 

Of what has cast woe's shadow o'er my age 

And thy fresh mom alike — but Heav n so willed it. 

I think I read the purpose of your soul. 

You mean to cross the seas and seek poor Allan, 

When you have laid me in my narrow bed : 

Go, and my blessing be upon thee, daughter : 

Bear him the last assurance of my love !" 

Then, when her eyes shed tears of gratitude. 

And her voice murmured, " Can I thank you, father, 

For this sweet, blessed sancti(m of my purpose ?" 

Then broke the old man's grave composure, too ; 

And with a sudden outbreak of strange agony, 

" My boy !" he cried, ** I loved him as my son ! 

My gallant trusty boy ! my brave frank Allan 1 

And I to doom him — I to work him woe ! 

But that was right — I can't repent my duty ; 

Yet why the purpose bury in my breast. 

Had flooded all his soul with happiness, 

Had shielded him from hell's most sharp temptation. 

Had saved his honour and secured thy joy ? 

Angry I felt — ^vain, selfish, blind old man I — 

That he should fear to speak, to tell me all, 

It was my pride, my pride, that caused our ruin ! 
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But Qod will guard him, God is with him, Alice ; 
And he shall prove thy happy husband yet." 
So died the old man, his last breath a blessing. 

Forgive me, if I pause : — when I remember 
That noble heart, beneath so stem an aspect, 
Those stores of tenderness by men misprized. 
Yet by her heart's full love rewarded richly, 
And by my soul's esteem and fondness too, 
I could conceive, sir, that few ancient martyi-s 
Had brought an ampler sacrifice than be 
To Duty's shrine, to serve his God, his country ! 

So, sir, she followed to Australia's clime 

To lay her life and fortunes at my feet. 

The perjured convict's feet ! — ^but Heaven has bless'd her. 

She brought me means to push my rising fortunes ; 

Far more she brought me in her sweetest self. 

With loveliness m. i e rare than when we parted, 

And love that mock*d all barriers and all fears ; 

She brought me self-resDect, and hoj)e, and piety; 

She made me man : I owe my all to Alice. 

— My tale is told : we wedded ; we were blest ; 

We lived long years in happiness too great 

For mortal voice to breathe. Now our loved children 

Sport round us, and their careful mother lives 

To grace the dwelling of a senator, 

(For all Australia owns her grace, and loves her,) 

That is my office now. — She comes — the years 
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Have scarce erased one beauty from her aspect 

To my fond seeming ; and those years fruit-laden 

Have borne maturer virtues to her soul, 

Or caird those virtues forth that ripen d stilly. 

And, am I happy? — ^yes : but I forget not 

The guilty past, and surest sign of this 

Is that I now recall its passionate terrors, 

And yield the tribute of my shame to Heaven, 

In token of my heart's self-condemnation. 

We must be moving, sir : my wife's close by, 

And, what I've said, I would not have her gueas it ; 

Why on the mirror of her calm still bliss 

Evoke such shades ? — 

Dear wife— you're welcome, welcome. 
This gentleman and I past things related ; 
Your voice brings all the genial present round us — 
But you look tired ; nay lean upon my arm ! 
Where lingers Charles 1 where Emily 1 they come too ? 
Let's in to supper, all. 
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TO THE FACTORY-WORKMEN OF GREAT 

BRITAIN. 

% 

Champions of toil, whose energies sublime, 

Have fill'd our world with trophies of rare skill, 

Bidding the miner dig, the vintner till 
To yield the apt requital of his clime. 
Ween not, because I dwelt not in my rhyme, 

On your vast labours, that I lack'd the will 

To paint your swarming hives, their good, their ill. 
Or haply prove you eldest heirs of Time. 

For great your call, and on the spirit that rules 
Your myriads, may our Empire's fate depend ; 

Fail not, brave friends, fair freedom's truth to cherish ! 

Swell not the factious shouts of warring schools ! — 
' Tis individual thought our ills must end, 

And freely let us live, or freely perish I 
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A VILLAGE TESTIMONY. 

I trust we hare in broad Eagland 

Five hundred good as he! — Cusvr Chass. 

Well, his look is fierce at timas, 

And his voice has challenge rough, 
Like our jangled village-chimes, . 

One part crazy, three parts gruff. 
But of all the friendly aids 

God has pleased to lend the poor, 
1 11 be whipped by boys and maids 

If there's one beats Doctor More. 

We have work, you'll swear, in plenty. 

Whether skies be grey or blue, 
But scarce half a man in twenty 

Could the Doctor's fagging do. 
Just when sleep at last o'ertakes him, 

Conies a rapping at the door, 
And he starts, and, muttering, wakes him ; 

But he'll go, will Doctor More. 

When my good wife bore me twins, 

And the rain came thundering down, — 
God forgive us all our sins I — 

Scarce I hoped to reach the town. 
But when once I heard that voice, 

Grumbling 'mid the night-wind's roar, 
"John," thought I, " my man, rejoice ! 

You can trust to Doctor More !" 
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So I'll own't, whoever jeers one, — 

Peevish curs may snarl or bite, 
Even to name the Doctor cheers one ! 

He's the man, sets all ills right ! 
God reward his honest labours ! 

Bless wife, children, house, and store I 
Where's the arrant knave, good neighbours, 

Who'd not bless stout Doctor More ? 



Poeta Loquitur. 

Some ampler tribute would my heart 

Proclaim their simple due, 
Who Esculapius' healing art, 

As Toil's best friends, pursue j 
But little they the roll of verse, 

Or rhyme's shrill trump might heed — 
Life-grapplers with the primal curse. 

Utility their meed. 

So here one word of hearty love, 

Though scarce of idle praise, 
To all with Death that strive and strove, 

Nor spared their own fresh days ; 
Who, in the crowded city's gloom. 

Or on the open down, 
Have wrestled with want, dirt, and doom, 

And haply scorn renown. 
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A GREETING. 

Great your calling, proud your mission, 
Ye who guide our Britain's yonth, 
On the paths of light and truth, 

Prompting to a wise ambition ! 

In the city, in the village, 

Wheresoe'er your sphere be placed, 
Yours to trim the lamp of Taste, 

Midst the gloom of serfdom's tillage. 

Bays of knowledge, gleams of learning, 
Yours through densest mists to dart. 
Till they wake the youthful heart. 

Its responsive sparks returning. 

Oft misconstrued, ill-requited. 
Would that my admiring Muse 
Could but yield you half your dues. 

Stars of labour's world benighted ! 

To all Merit honour, honour ! 

Most to that which, calm and still, 
Bears neglect with firm-set will. 

Of a generous pride the donor ! 
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But the coming generation, 
When its teachers' hair is grey, 
Shall with usury repay, 

Shall reward with acclamation ! 
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PARTING SONG. 

And must I cross the seas, dear wife, 

And leave you here behind ? 
We've battled on for half a life, 

Through stormiest wave and wind ; 
And here's the end of toil and strife ! 

But we must be resign'd. 

Remember you that bay-tree low, 

Beside your father's door ? 
You plucked a leaf, long, long ago, 

And said, " However poor, 
My heart is yours, for weal or woe. 

And here's the token sure." 

I've worn it, love, these many years ; 

'Tis bound upon my breast. 
In velvet cased — but why those tears ? 

God knows what must be best : 
I've glowing thoughts, and small, small fears, 

But we shall yet be blest. 

You. know I well can fortune court, 

Nor arm, nor heart will tire ; 
Port Philip is a golden port. 

And golden hopes inspire ; 
We soon shall see our children sport, 

Around our own hearth-fire. 
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EMTGRAN TB' CHORUS. 

We part from the land that we loved but too well, 
To dance o'er the ocean's broad billowy swell ; 
We leave all the vales to our fresh childhood dear, 
But the world it is wide, and Gods there as He's here. 

There's many a shore o er the free azure main 
Where our children shall ask not for comforts in vain, 
Where youth shall win roses on mountain or sod, 
And the clear sky shall smile as the presence of Grod. 

'Tis not that we love thee, Old England, the less — 
If in aught thou hast wronged us, yet, parting, we bless. 
Too narrow's thy soil for the millions that rise. 
And still as we leave thee we've tears in our eyes. 

Some aged abuses shall linger awhile. 
But surely God loves thee, our own native isle ; 
And the race that replenish wide earth, and subdue. 
Must hold by their own in their birth-cradle too. 

But we'll leave here all party-dissensions behind — 
Cries, Whig, Tory, Radical, flee with the wind ! 
No Briton should Briton an alien call, 
Scotchmen, Welshmen, and Irishmen, welcome are all. 
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Countless leagues of wild ocean must roll them between, 
The future that shall be, the past that has been > 
But though the deep billows should over us roll, 
They need not wash out one kind thought from the soul. 

Then farewell to England ! We pardon each foe, 
We pray for her weal in the hour that we go. 
Our faith and our Bible — ^bright polestars are these — 
And we'll found a new England again o'er the seas 1 
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VOICE FROM THE LEFT. 

All this moral talk is good, 

But the deed it will not do ; 
It may find the body food, 

But the soul claims honour too. 
Till the millions reared in toil, 

Aid of Britain's laws the birth, 
All your schemes will Meanness foil, 

Low desires of clay, not earth ! 

Self-respect you'd give the poor, 

And that counsel's wise, no doubt ; 
But would moon and stars endure 

Could you snuff the sun's orb out 1 
These reflected glories claim : 

So, self-reverence, honour, truth, 
Won't exist where hearts are tame : 

Freedom is the soul of youth. 

Ay, youth's ardour, age's calm. 

Freedom must exalt, refine ; 
Vain will prove each healing balm. 

Till you yield man's right divine. 
You may love the truth, or hate. 

But man's right is this alone — 
" All who help to serve the State, 

In its councils part should own." 
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Why should sense the poor forsake ] 

Why should toil degrade a life 1 
Has the workman, then, no stake 

In his children and his wife 1 
See you not that all your laws 

Sanction from his heart would gain, 
If they first sought his applause ? 

Friends, your timorous doubts are vain. 

Crenerous souls have Britain's sons — 

Grant their share of power, you'll find, 
Britain's voice disorder shuns ; 

You will not have freed the blind ! 
Not a herd, like Gallia's pack. 

Tyrant lord on high to place ; 
Nor on hideous ruin's rack 

Queen and nation to disgrace. 

Trust, you bid us, Church and Throne — 

Prove you first your maxim's worth ! 
Trust the People with their own ! 

That blest hour would brighten earth. 
Self-respect, self-reverence, then 

Hearts with chains of love would bind. 
Only deal with men as men, 

And well leave the brutes behind ! 
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VOICE FROM THE RIGHT. 

Generous souls have Britain's sons, 

That, Mends, will we never doubt ; 
In their veins our blood, too, runs, 

And they've poured it freely out. 
Oft when we have fought together 

Side by side 'gainst Britain's foes, 
Noblest blood has stained the heather, 

And within their veins it flows. 

'Tis not that we doubt their honour, 

'Tis not that we count them fools ; 
Oft is toil of sense the donor. 

Life may teach more than the schools. 
But by all experience guided. 

Hoard we must this maxim plain — 
" Power on earth be aye divided ! 

Centralised, 'tis freedom's bane." 

To the Despot, or the Masses, 

Yield an absolute control. 
Freedom from man's vision passes. 

Disenfranchised is the soul ! 
From the despot's sole authority 

Public sentiment may save ; 
From the vote of a majority 

There's no refuge but the grave. 
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Say you, toe have nought to dread 

From blind popular excesses ? 
Be't ! Convention's weight of lead 

Far more fatally oppresses. 
Individual liberty 

Merged in some vast federation — 
Friends, where each soul is not free, 

No true freedom owns a nation. 

Now, Queen, Lords, and Commons, all, 

Independent powers exert ; 
Thus discussion drives the ball, 

And decision crowns desert. 
And the People — do not dream 

Those who vote not work in chains ; 
Trust us, over all supreme 

Popular opinion reigns. 

As the people make election. 

Soon or late must sentence fall ; 
Queen, Lords, Commons, claim rejection, 

Yet the public governs all. 
Here is liberty undoubted ; 

Not one vote, without appeal I — 
Friends, such whimsies must be flouted : 

Hold we fast what right we feel ! 

Shall we yield our country's glory 

For a theoretic vision 1 
All that made her great in story 1 

Shield us, Heav'n, from such decision ! 
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'Tis not that we doubt your hearts, 
Generous sons of manly toil ! 

But true wisdom empire joorfo ; 
Yields it not to rude chance spoil. 

See you not what's taught by reason ? 

Universal sufl5»ge must 
Make true single freedom treason ; 

Level all alike in dust. 
Sons of toil^ in honour's name 

By whate'er is great and free, 
Ope your eyes, and share our aim ! 

Suffrage is not liberty. 
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VOICE FROM THE CENTRE. 

Right and left are voices rising, 

Both urge much, bear weightiest tone ; 
Both high justice keenly prizing. 

Ween that truth is all their own. 
And yet truth may lie between them ; 

Search we, prove we, all we can — 
Broad glare blinds ; where cool shades screen them 

Furthest search the eyes of man. 

So, let moderation aid us, 

Yet no heartless calm be ours : 
Here indifference would degrade us, 

Hearts are worth all stars and flow'rs. 
Since we seek, in our researches. 

Means to make men wise and great. 
Parties, fewtions, schisms, churches, 

All may join to vanquish fate. 

Would the suffrage raise the Nation ? 

Rouse the crowd from self-neglect ? 
Self-esteem must work salvation : 

Power men share they must respect. 
Change is good which aids the many, 

Builds at social order's wall : — 
But would that be prized by any 

Which alike were shared by all ? 
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Here's the doubt. Nor be derided 

What we cant but feel sounds just ; 
Power on earth is best divided ; 

Blindly should we never trust. 
One Majority has dangers, 

Common sense will ne'er deny ; 
But should labour's sons be strangers 

To all rule eternally ? 

Makes not time his sure advances ? 

And, as knowledge wide is spread, 
Toil must shoot his eager glances 

Deep beneath, and far o'erhead, 
Search the causes, sound the sources, 

Of whate'er seems good and great ; 
Should we waste fair wisdom's forces ] 

Must not they, too, serve the State 1 

Gradual be each vast transition ! 

Queen, and Lords, and Commons, then. 
Checks on dangerous ambition, 

Will be cherished by free men ; 
Power not centralised too boldly 

In one vote, but scatter *d still ; 
Like pure moonlight, sweetly, coldly. 

Flooding valley, lake, and hill. 

Meanwhile hoard the maxim, brothers, 
You who own the suffrage now ; 

What you hold, you hold for others, 
In the mine or at the plough. 
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And, be sure, true freedom lies not 
In the vote, but in the soul ; 

Privilege should Briton prize not. 
That advances not the whole ! 

Well, we see, best hearts may differ — 

Free minds adverse goals may gain ; 
So well scarce wax stiff and stiffer. 

Wreathed in Party's iron chain ! 
When they mark a brave endeavour 

Brave souls honour aye bestow. 
Man must seek and toil for ever ; 

But must he seek vainly 1 No ! 
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SONG OF THE BAIL. 

What shoots at fall of night 
With a tempest's rapid flight, 
And a flaming crest of light, 

Through the air ? 
Tremble not ! No dragon-coil 
Now is left our earth to spoil : 
'Tis the child of Art and Toil- 
Steam is there. 

League on league it posts away, 
Like a lightning's rapid ray, 
Or as northern lights at play, 

Fierce and wild. 
But the seeming monster here 
Need not rouse an infant's fear. 
Gentle is it, ay, and dear 

As a child. 

Not alone by him who speeds 
Night and day for commerce' needs. 
O'er the widely spreading meads 

Is it prized. 
No, when innocence distressed 
Claims a lover's sheltering breast. 
Oft hath youth the swiftness blessed 

Once despised. 
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And again, when tyrant Death 
Steals the fastly- waning breath, 
And the sire in anguish saith, 

"Must I die, 
With no child to raise my head. 
Or to stand beside my bed T 
Sons, with tears of joy, have said, 

« No, we fly l" 

Then, what shoots at fall of night. 

With a tempest's rapid flight, 

And a flaming crest of light, 
Through the air ] 

Tremble not ! No dragon-coil 

Now is left our earth to spoil : 

'Tis the child of Art and Toil- 
Steam is there I 



END OF PART SECOND. 
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' Now Albion's whiter series is begun." 

DllYDEN. 
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VOICES OF CHEER. 

INTRODUCTION. 

Now a weighty apprehension 

Seems my heart-strings to benumb ; 
Till this work had fixed dimension 

Still I hoped great things to come. 
For the theme seem'd so inspiring, 

And the People's cause so great, 
Hopes my soul were fondly firing 

I might help to vanquish Fate. 

" Have I fail'd in what's completed, 

Nobler prospects stretch before ; 
I'll not count my aim defeated, 

Till I reach the further shore." 
Now I backward gaze, faint-hearted, 

And the meads, 'neath hope that smiled. 
Now hope's sunshine hath departed, 

Almost seem a warren wild. 

Ah, how much I thought to mirror. 
Of the workman's joys and woes ; 

Combat each pi'evailing error. 

Paint each hope that freshly flows ! 
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I had thought to scale the mountain, 

But it far above me lies ; 
Freely leaps the boastful fountain, 

But it scarce will reach the skies. 

Where I haply fail'd through weakness, 

Nought remains but grace to plead ; 
Barren fields, that own their bleakness. 

Will not look for harvest-mead. 
Comfort whispers some kind neighbour, 

Hints ibhe world my aim may praise ; 
Could I cheer the heart of Labour, 

Gladly would I yield the bays. 
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VOICES OF CHEER. 
THE MINER'S SONG. 

Out, out, in the morning early, 

When the skies are all a-glow, 
And the dew on the flow'rs smiles pearly , 

To the mountain shaft I go. 
The young ones in slumber nestle, 

And their mother shall sleep again : 
Oh, how with misfortune wrestle. 

Could I, if I lost my Jane ] 

There's no better wife or mother, 

To give her her simple due ; 
They say the Queen's just such another, 

Bless her, and her goodman too ! 
But Jane has a careful spirit 

And a soul full of heartsome life ; 
And what would a miner merit. 

Who prized not so true a wife ] 

Well, out comes the young sun shining 
Just over the old hill's brow, 

Till I fiancy, my trade divining, 

He says, " Look your best at me now 1 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



181 SONGS OF THE PRESENT. 

I know you must work 'mid the shadows, 
Down, down, in tliat deep stem hold, 

While I'm painting the green of the meadows. 
And the blue of the sea, with goftd." 

Then up comes each fresh breeze dancing. 

And the daisies and kingcups smile, 
And the larks in the air go glancing, 

And trilling their ditties the while. 
Till I come to our old grey quarry, 

And the black shafl before me lies ; 
To leave these gay friends am I sorry ? 

No, the night has a dearer prize. 

For there is a joy down below there 

The miner can tell alone ; 
I fancy, each time that I go there, 

T know, and Fm better known ! 
The long deep shadows draw me. 

There's a charm in each vault's dark shade, 
And the mountain's sprites don't awe me, 

For ours is the same good trade. 

"When our hammers are loudest ringing 

We can hear them at labour too ; 
The axe and the keen arm swinging, 

They call us, that mountain crew. 
You may laugh, but in each deep hollow 

Our stoutest have heard their strain. 
And whenever that call we follow. 

We're sure not to dig in vain. 
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Then strangely red flames shoot gleaming, 

And cold winds come rustling past ; 
And wise men say that we're dreaming, 

When we don't keep our lips shut fast. 
But the secret springs of nature. 

Won't rise at a babbler's call, 
And he were a poor mazed creature 

Who must tell the wise world alL 

And mine is a simple ditty ; 

And, e'en if I wished to tell, 
Could I paint to you, men of the city. 

The secrets we know so well 1 
The wild echoes round us ringing, 

The old earth's wondrous powers ; 
If you'd feel them — ^they're not for singing — 

Come share in this life of ours ! 

But one thing I must speak plainly, 

If at Him up above you should sneer. 
Then you'd toil, friends, as miners vainly, 

Let none who slights God come here I 
Hell sleeps far down ; don't wake her ! 

We call fools mad, not bold ; 
And it won't do to scorn your Maker, 

Down, down, in the mountain hold. 

I have told you too much already. 
For babbling will break each charm ; 

Trust in God, and be brave and steady ! 
Then devil nor elf can harm. 
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There doubtless are joys in your city, 
And the seaman loves ocean's strife ; 

But the miner none need pity, 
Who takes to his mountain life ! 
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TO THE NOBLER MASTER MANUFACTURERS. 

The days of feudal barons bold 

On us have gleam'd their last ; 
Faint shadows of her blazon old 

Romance alone doth cast. 
Let many-acred lords survive 

Who love and honour claim, 
The men who keep the world alive, 

Must earn a busier name. 

I mean not those whose voices sound 

Our Senate's walls within ; 
For aught I Hst, be they, too, crown'd ! 

But work surpasses din : 
And you, within whose fiactories proud 

The millions earn their wage, 
Our nation's voice proclaims aloud 

The workers of your age. 

Vast powers ye own, for ill, for good : 

These masses to control. 
Yet not promote heart-brotherhood, 

This were to scorn the souL 
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All joy, all honoar, thence, to you, 
Who seek the nobler meed, 

And yield love's toil to reap love's due, 
Toil's Lords in very deed. 

By stable ties of trust, not fear. 

Your workmen's souls you bind. 
The liberals of the heart sincere, 

Not worshippers of Mind ; 
Best friends of social order's cause. 

Of moral progress brave. 
The firmest prop of freedom's laws, 

Who dig dissension's grave. 

Oh, may all stern and fierce debate 

'Twixt warring classes cease ! 
Destroy alone can war and hate — 

Create must love and peace. 
Such calm endeavours, ancient night, 

Grim want, dark sin to foil, 
Shall earn the title, *' Friends of Right 

And British lords of Toil." 
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A TWILIGHT MEMORY. 

(from LANCASHIRE.) 

See, behind yon deep cloud-ridge 
Slowly trails the sunset splendour : 

Who is yonder on the bridge ? 

'lis a maid, both young and tender. 

Closely round, her dark cloak's drawn — 
Something in her grasp she presses : 

Thus might stand some forest -fawn 
Shrinking from the wind's caresses. 

Hark, behind, that eager tread ! 

Wherefore does the maiden shiver, 
While eve's youngest star o'erhead 

Wakes, and trembles in the river 1 

" Alice !" He has reach 'd her now : 
" So my hopes were madness, Alice ? 

Yes, the blood mounts to your brow ; 
All was true I ween'd rank malice ! 

" Trustful fool, whom love could blind ! 

Ah, but bitter is this waking. 
There's confusion in my mind : 

Are you, are you, all forsaking ? 
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" Hoine, the home you loved for years, 
Where your dying father placed you, 

When, with all a father's fears, 
On his deathbed he embraced you ] 

" * Take her,' said he, * Harry, take ! 

I trust you, and One above her : 
Guard her for her father's sake. 

And your wife for yours shall love her.' 

" So it proved till Mary died ; 

You were still our one heart's danghter : 
Now 1 — I'd rather hear," he cried, 

" You lay deep 'neath yon dark water !- 

" Doubtless 'twas a frenzied hope : 
Forty years of care I number : 

Yet I dreamt, a door stood ope, 

And my worn soul burst its slumber. 

" Glances strange from young bright eyes 
Kindled fires of magic gladness ; 

Fool, to hope for such a prize ! 
But I own my desperate madness. 

" Let it pass for evermore : 

Deep the frenzied vision bury ! 

Came not one foul memory o'er. 

That wild dream might make me merry. 
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" But the snake, of gaudiest hue, 

Winds his gleaming folds around you ; 

Young, rich, potent, subtle too ; 

Heav'n has lost — and he has found you ! 

" He, our chief millowner's heir, 

I hired servant of his father — 
Well, he found the blossom fair, 

And he only stoop'd to gather ! 

" Now to meet him here you stand : 

Then, to sink in hell's embraces, 
Till you join the lost, lost band — 

This the end of gifts and graces 1 

" Ah ! that paper ! does it tell 

What those faint lips shrink from owning ? 
Child, he'll read those eyes too well, 

Understand that faint low moaning. 

" But I'm cruel I depart : 

Fetters never more shall bind you. 
Place your trust, then, in his heart ! 

Never, never glance behind you !" 

" Stay !" she breath'd. " The paper, look—" 

Helpless in his arms he bore her ; 
All his fi'ame with anguish shook, 

While the strong man trembled o'er her. 
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From her hand*a convulsiye grasp 
He that note has ta*eii ; he glances 

Downward : that impassioned clasp 1 
Is't a magic dream entrances 1 

— " Since the truth I needs must own, 
Since you'll take no bare denial, 

All that truth at last be known ! 
This my fate s last desperate trial. 

" Know, I love 1 No gallant young, 
Breathing love-vows fast and faster ; 

Eound his knees a child I clung : 
None but he is this heart's master. 

" You might harm him if you chose ; 

Could you doom, I should not falter- 
Go with him, where'er he goes, 

To the grave or to the altar. 

" Tremblingly these words I trace, 
But I'm sure you will know pity : 

Seek no longer to debase 
The poor orphan of the city. 

" As a lonely waif I lay. 

Out upon the world's wide billow ; 
He will cast me not away, 

And his heart shall be my pillow." 
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Eagerly these words he read, 

Whilst his soul seem'd heav'nward winging ; 
Meanwfcile twilight gleam'd o'erhead, 

And a nightingale 'gan singing. 

" Alice ! Alice ! oh, forgive !" 

And she wakes, his new-found treasure ; 

How should words a shadow give, 
Of that ecstasy of pleasure ? 

How that note its end did gain, 

What glad fate those hearts attended. 

Fancy, haply breathe the strain — 
For the poet's tale is ended. 
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A MANCHESTER DISCUSSION. 

In toil's vaat city, Europe-bruited, 

'Mid Manchester's innumerous throng, 
You oft may hear deep questions mooted, 

Where workmen meet, too deep for song. 
Yet let me strive in my rough verses, 

One grave discussion to recall ; 
While toil such thoughtful children nurses, 

Our statesmen should be Solons alL 

So might you ween ; but oft times Nature 

Displays an apprehension keen, 
While Art's convention dwarfs a creature, 

And learned commonplace grows mean. 
At least, I'll paint a truthful picture ; 

Speak, ye who know the workman's mood, 
If mind more apt for praise or stricture. 

Than oft he owns, you fancy could. 

Convention's fetters do not bind him, 

He heeds not what the sages say ; 
And, casting scarce a glance behind him. 

Will trudge along his own by-way. 
That this the wisest course be reckoned, 

To reach truth's end, I'd scarce aflirm ; 
Rough instinct rank not first, but second ! 

Free culture lord of mind we term : 
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When knowledge stores has heap*d wide-yearning, 

And wisdom free controls their use, 
The master, not the slave of learning ; 

Wild scions scarce ripe fruit produce. 
Yet what has oft-tiines chanced I'll paint you. 

A narrow room, whence, reader mine. 
You'd carry smoke enough to taint you, 

For weeks, where toil and wit combine. 

" List, list, oh list !" Tis Matthew Wade, sirs, 
Lank, tall, and pale, with high, grave brow — 

Esteem'd an oracle of trade, sirs — 

Who speaks with heighten' d accents now : 

" I tell you, no man's his own master ; 
Grim fact has shaped us what we are ; 

Low instincts are the worst disaster, 
An ill-shaped brain's the direst star. 

" This prate of self-control, endeavour. 

Responsibilities sublime ! 
A man must rest himself for ever, 

And destiny's his only crime. 
That the Supreme, Eternal Spirit, 

Should make us what we are, and doom, 
For faculties we must inherit — 

I'd rather count the tomb — the tomb ! 

*' And, truth to speak, all things know ending. 

That once in time and space began. 
Your eulogists vain breath are spending j 

They'll scarcely make a god of man. 
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But, as I said, spite Grod or Devil, 
We're serfs of nature, thralls of law ; 

And punishment for will-less evil. 
May move a child or woman's awe," 

Then calmly spoke his right-hand neighbour : 

" Your judgment, "Wade, is grim as night, 
To equalise rank lust and labour, 

And prove that nothing's wrong or right. 
If you indeed had found Truth's portal, 

'Twere best barred close 'neath spell and ban ; 
Such truth would blast each hope immortal, 

And paralyse the heart of man." 

" Truth, Abel Armstrong, if it blind us. 

Truth let us scan, and hold as men ! 
Why should dull custom's fetters bind us V* 

Replied the eager Matthew then. 
And Abel spoke, ^* If such keen lances. 

Heaven's sun should cast, my eyes I'd screen ; 
And rather turn these human glances 

On ocean's blue, aud earth's fresh green. 

" But heaven's true sun is mildly glowing, 

No fierce-consuming central fire ; 
Its fertilising heat bestowing, 

Ifc glows and glitters to inspire. 
Why, when you've proved, if prove you can, sir, 

That chance and fate all freedom bar. 
An instinct in your heart makes answer, 

God made us free, and free we are. 
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" Doubtless an absolute dominion, 

O'er self and chance One holds alone ; 
Man's swayed by prevalent opinion, 

By custom urged or backward blown. 
Nor all are dower'd with equal blessing 

Of instincts that to honour tend ; 
Yet each, his single self possessing, 

May strive, may vanquish in the end. 

" Here instinct more than reason teaches 

If Grod there be, that Grod is just ; 
The manifold Creation preaches, 

That evil reap its harvest must. 
On choice is based man's primal nature — 

Else were he doubtless pure as light ; 
But sin's ignoble usurpature 

Can never bind a soul, by right. 

" Seeds, that may germ in flow'rs aspiring, 

A re sown within the rankest soil ; 
Man's soul has energies untiring. 

And life is not of fate the spoil : 
The spheres no throng of atoms glancing, 

Chance-bom, to end in chance as wild, 
A vast fool- world, through ether dancing, 

A plaything for some giant child. 

" No, though the harpstrings of Creation, 
At times may wildly chance to thrill, 

There flows a tide of animation, 
Bom of the One Creator's will. 
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One purpose have the circling ages, 
Let luortal reason sneer or frown ; 

And freedom aye the conflict waffes, 
Which conquest at the last shall crown." 

I heard no more ; how those grave voices, 

Pursued their strife, not mine to say ; 
But this I grant, my heart rejoices, 

That Britain's toil worn sons were they. 
Nor ween this language too emphatic, 

Or flowery, from their lips to fall ; 
I say not every phrase was Attic, 

But these grave thoughts were theirs, friends, i 

O Abel Armstrong, apt to smother 

Doubt's demon-coil with courage bold, 
If thou would'st own me for a brother. 

How proudly I thy hand would hold ! 
Oh, may thy fresh, frank, generous spirit, 

The myriads in faith's band enroll. 
Till Matthew Wades God's truth inherit, 

And own that they possess a soul I 
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THE SONG OF BROCK 

I SING of a fisher brave and true, 

Huzza! 
Who sails iu his bark o*er the ocean blue, 

Huzza ! 
For his is a heart such as Britain requires, 
T^o man her sea-castles when rage battle's fires ; 
A heart that fresh zeal, that frank courage inspires- 

Huzza, huzza, huzza ! 

Wild was the night, and black the skj, 

Thick clouds in the welkin went hurrying by — 

Fierce blasts over ocean did pour ; 
A bark *midst the waters was toss'd by the storm ; 
'Twas manned by seven fishers : each manly form 

Bent and shivered the tempest before. 

But one 'midst those seven might haply be spied. 
Who seemed to be buoyed by a freeborn pride, 

Yet nought but a fisher was he ; 
For Nature herself in her labours of love. 
Full often deigns on our earth to prove, 

That hers is nobility. 

He strives his comrades' souls to cheer. 
But higher and higher the billows rear, 
Sky and ocean in fury seem meeting ; 
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At last one wave burst o'er that frail vessel doom'd, 

And it sank 'neath the deep, in the gulf entombed, 

Where it met but the sea-dirge's greeting. 

The fishers were cast on the waters wide ; 
Wildly they wrestled with ocean's tide, 

Yet they sank, one by one, in the deep ; 
One bubble — another — six bubbles arise ; 
One gaze of despair on the seas and the skies, 

And they rest 'neath the billows in sleep. 

One fisher alone rideth yet o'er the waves ! 
Boldly his breast white ocean braves ; 

For- his comrades he grieveth below. 
One sigh for the fate of their widows bereft, 
For their little ones, helpless and fatherless left. 

And away, o'er the waters to go. 

Full many a mile on the lea lay the shore ; 
Around him the tempest did madly roar, 

Yet never despair did he. 
What is there bold energy may not achieve ? 
'Tis vain in misfortune to moan and to grieve ; 

Decision sole saviour can be. 

Of his efforts long, of his weary way, 
'Twere vain to tell in my ocean lay ; 

Six hours did he swim o'er those waves ; 
And ever the gulls in their eager flight, 
On his head, on his shoulders would seek to light 

The robbers of ocean's graves. 
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For when human corses, the loved and lost, 
On foaming billows are wildly tossed, 

Ere they sink to the far depths below, 
The seagull o'er the blue waters flies. 
And pecks at the flesh, at the locks, at the eyes. 

And croaks his fierce dirge o'er the foe. 

At last, when his strength was all but gone, 
A vessel received that weary one, 

' That breasted the stormy deep ; 
And scarce was the fisher from danger ta'en. 
When he sank on the deck as a warrior slain. 
Who sinks, when the fight's won, to sleep. 

For strange is the power that at danger's hour. 
While round us the winds and the dark clouds lower. 

With vigour can nerve the frame ; 
When the soul, to itself in courage true. 
Wafts strength all the nerves of the body through, 

As through cold glides the heat of the flame. 

He was saved ; and all those of his eflbrts who heard, 
By wonder to pity, admiring, were stirred. 

And gold to the "brave fisher brought. 
" Give it all to my poor comrades' widows," he cried, 
" 'Tis they that need gold, for I Hve, and they died — 

What comforts the hapless souls ? Nought ! 

" But still let their hearts alone grieve for the dead. 
Let the body not perish !" that brave fisher said, 
" My toil's guerdon is all I require." 
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And uobler, I ween, than his bold native force, 
When he ploughed through the waters his venturesome 
course, 
Were the words a true heart did inspire. 

Then sing of a fisher so brave and true, 

Huzza ! 
Who swam 'mid the storm o'er the ocean blue. 

Huzza I 
For Brock's is a heart such as Britain requires 
To man her sea-castles when rage battle-fires, 
A heart that glad zeal, that bold courage inspires ! 
Huzza for our seamen ! Huzza ! 
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WILLIAM'S SONG. 

Fisher-maid, for thee I ride 
Where the sparkling starfish glide, 

Through the waves, 

O'er the graves 

Where the sea-drown'd seaman laves. 
Here for thee I ply the oar, 
Cast my nets, and seize the store : 

Merrily, merrily, 
'Neath the autumn moon sail we. 

Fisher-maid, how many a night 
Start wilt thou in sore affright, 

When thou hear'st 

The winds thou fear'st, 

Sweeping round, as forth thou peer'st 
From the cottage casement low, 
While we o'er the billows go ! 

Menily, merrily, 
'Neath the Autumn moon sail we. 

Fisher-maid, for thee my toil, 
And the longed-for ocean spoil : 

Nets I wove, i 

Dangers prove, 

All for nought but thy sweet love. i 
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Yes, our wedding shall be soon, 
And beneath December's moon, 

Merrily, merrily, 
Whisper heartsome vows will we, 

Merrily, O merrily ! 
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A YARMOUTH LEGEND, 

" Mother, do you hear the billows 

Fiercely breaking on the shore, 
And the winds' wail through the willows ? 

Oh, were William here once more I" 
" Gro, love, sleep ; the south winds waken ; 

Soon those waves will calmer be ; 
God has ne'er His own forsaken. 

And He's with iny boy at sea." 

And the mother, while she trembles, 

Soothes her trembling child to rest ; 
Mother's love its fears dissembles. 

Though each light breeze thrills her breast. 
Then alone she sits ; she listens 

To the harsh winds quivering near ; 
In her eye a hot tear glistens. 

But it does not fall, that tear. 

Thus in mute, dull, feverish sadness 

Lists she winds and billows roll, 
Till a sight, miglit move to madness, 

Rises on her wildered soul : 
Seems he there to lie before her. 

That loved form, in hammock-shroud ! 
Quick she starts — 'twas sleep crept o'er her, 

" Only sleep !" — she says aloud. 
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Yet she dreads that fatal vision : 

" Oh, could Heaven, which seemed to smile, 
Yield such cheer in dread derision, 

Purposing dismay the while ] 
William, by his labour earnest, 

Just his own smart boat had won — 
Could misfortune, harshest, sternest, 

Whelm at such an hour my son ? 

" When the maid his frank heart cherished 

Just had owned her bosom's love ? 
No, the good have ofttimes perished ; 

God might call his own above ; 
But our William must not leave us, 

He, our only prop and stay ; 
God of him will ne'er bereave us — 

But I talk ; and I should pray." 

On her knees the mother cast her, 

Poured her soul in anxious strain : 
Fiercer blew the winds, and faster ; 

Seemed to wake the hurricane. 
Sudden, at the cottage portal 

Taps a hand. With nameless dread 
Thinks the mother, "Was it mortal ] 

Sure, I heard no footstep's tread." 

But again that quick tap hears she : 
" Can it be?— Oh, did he mark," 

Thus her fainting spirit cheers she, 
" How all round grew stem and dark, 
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So resign his heart's bold longing, 

That large herring-shoal to share ? 
Yea, 'tis he !" Fond hopes come thronging, 

Joy triumphant o'er despair. 

So the floor she crosses quickly, 

Turns the key : who stands without ? 
Is't a ghost, with hue so sickly ? 

Ah, 'tis Anny, past a doubt ! 
Anny May, the neighbour s daughter. 

Who has pledged her troth to wed 
Him who rides this stormy water. 

Just to earn their daily bread. 

For the spoils of William's daring 

Shall their marriage-portion be. 
Now the poor girl sobs, despairing, 

" Must he, mother, die for me V* 
See, the twain have knelt together, 

And their prayers together rise : 
Can prayers stem such angry weather 1 

Can prayers cleave such tempest-skies ? 

Long the hours, all thought exceeding. 

Of doubt's agonising woe : 
Happy hearts take little heeding, 

Or the hearts that sleep below ! 
Are the fierce waves rolling o'er him 1 

Oft this thought to life would start. 
Till each wildered mourner bore him 

As a cold corse at her heart. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



208 SONGS OF THE PRESEITT. 

Sad mom dawned. Now seemed the raging^ 

Kaving ocean to subside : 
Feebler war the winds were raging 

With the fierce snow-crested tide. 
Forth they go beside the water 

Of that dark, grey, bounding main, 
Widowed wife, and widowed daughter, 

Long to gaze, but gaze in vain. 

But the sea-fowl view they, shrieking 

O'er those slow-subsiding waves. 
Not the bark their eyes are seeking ; 

Ocean's deep hath countless graves. 
Yet, at last, what sails flash yonder 1 

Such a tempest to outride. 
Hardy seamen count a wonder ; 

See, two vessels breast the tide ! 

Which contains the forms they covet ? 

On a point the seamen land : 
Now to reap their fond prayers' profit ! 

Crowds round those saved fishers stand. 
See, with trembling hearts they reach them, 

" Where is William 1 Where's my boy ?" 
But this fatal hour musfc teach them 

Hopes may lighten to destroy. 

" Ask us not to speak, poor mother, 
What with awe has filled each soul 1 

I loved William as a brother — 
The wild storm his knell did toll" 
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Pell the stricken Anny, quivering, 

As some bark that strikes the rock ; 
Stood the mother, bent, and shivering, 

As if palsied by the shock. 

" Speak !" she said — if accents mortal 

Struck the ear, men well might doubt. 
For like ghosts from Hades' portal 

Seem'd each word to issue out — 
" Did his Jane, his vessel, founder V 

" Yes, we saw her head go down. 
When a foaming waste lay round her, 

And the storm did fiercest frown.'* 

To her home they led her kindly. 

And the fainting maiden bore ; 
There she gazed before her blindly, 

Till the night sank down once more. 
Then the hapless Anny, waking, 

(They had left her where she lay), 
Asked, " Is morning not yet breaking ? 

Mother, he will land to-day.'* 

All the Past of mortal son^ow, 

Like a troubled dream had flown. 
And she thought, " It comes, the morrow, 

That shall yield me back my own." 
"Daughter," said the widow, faintly, 

" He is gone where all must go ;** 
And her voice was meek and saintly, 

Heav n had soothed that frenzied woe. 

p 
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Then, just then, a quick tap sounded 

Plainly on the door without : 
All the mother's thoughts, confounded, 

Beel'd in strange tumultuous doubt. 
Who that signal oft hath given ? 

That peculiar summons, who ? 
Yes, tis he ; he comes from heaven ! 

Comes to soothe and cheer her, too. • 

Quick the floor once more she crosses, « 

Quick she opes — and there stands he I - 
" William, infinite my loss is ; 

Yet thy shade shall welcome be. 
Fear is powerless now to move me, 

Agony has ceased to rack ; 
For I trust the Grod above me. 

That good God who sends thee back.*' 

" Mother !" came that word from spirit 

Throbbing with life's heart and joy ? 
Can a ghost that form inherit ? 

Those dear eyes 1 It is her boy. 
Anny from her couch has bounded ; 

" William !" shrieks she, eager-voiced. 
Angels, sure, that cot surrounded. 

And in sympathy rejoiced. 

" Mother, you will scarce believe me — 
Just when o'er me closed the wave, 

Seemed, yet fancy might deceive me, 
Seemed an arm outstretched to save. 
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Woke one thought of strong devotion, 

And a bold hope fired my brain, 
I might cross the stormy ocean, 

And a sheltering harbour gain. 

" And — ^this was a dream, I'm certain — 

Ever as I pierced the spray. 
Wreathed in midnight's misty curtain. 

Heard I well-known voices pray. 
• Save my son !* ' Oh, save my lover T 

And an answering fervour woke, 
And I hung those wild deeps over, 

Cleaving them with desperate stroke. 

" Ever as my arms grew weary 

Stirr'd those echoes strange once more ; 
And through darkness dense and dreary 

Hopeful seemed to gleam the shore. 
These were doubtless feverish fancies, 

Yet they cheered and nerved my soul ; 
And I dreamt of angel-glances 

Beckoning onward to the goal." 

How with each o'erwhelming billow 

He sustained that mighty fray, 
Making ocean's home his pillow, 

Till at noon he reached the bay ; 
How the gulls hung screaming o'er him, 

Prowling, wildering, robber-band"; 
How the current fiercely bore him 

To a lone and distant strand ; — 
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All this needs my song scarce utter ; 

Saved he was, and they were blessed. 
But the fisher ofb will mutter, 

When the wind blows from the west, 
And his bark must keep the ocean, 

" I would laugh at angry sea, 
( )r the tempast's worst commotion, 

If such prayers went up for me '." 
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CALL TO CONCORD. 

Prejudice reason would smother, 

Bigotry builds a sand-dyke : 
Why should we hate one another, 

Because we don't all think alike ? 

Wide is Truth's shadowless ocean, 

On whose mirror each star casts its ray, 
Whose blue waves are firaught with devotion. 

But man loves his own little bay. 
He won't venture out on the waters. 

But lies in that hd.rbour confined, 
Or sails up the rivers. Truth's daughters, 

Which emblem the leaders of Mind. 

God's truth is the ocean so glorious — 

These rivers that into it run. 
Are the systems and notions notorious 

Brought as tribute by this or that son. 
Would you know where that ocean of wisdom 

Is gathered all up in a span ? 
In the oracles sacred of Christdom, 

The book that brings God down to man. 
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Xor ween that I all sects would level, 

Truth's tnith, and the light is the light ; 
Heav'n is Heaven, and the Devil's the Devil, 

And I hold that the true Church is ri^t. 
But since conflicts warm hearts are estranging, 

As to whom that blest title should crown, 
Let us cling to our own truth unchanging, 

But not knock a blind brother down ! 

Prejudice reason would smother. 

Bigotry builds a sand-dyke ; 
Why should we hate one another, 

Because we don't all think aUke 1 
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A TESTIMONY. 



There's a silly shadowy teaching 

On a kind intention built, 
Which paints truth beyond man's reaching, 

And calls strong conviction guilt. 
" How," some sages ask, " fond brothers, 

Dare you claim truth's core your own, 
When you know the sun lights others, 

And each weens the sun his own 1 

" Since all can't be right, the fact is 

None can ever truth attain ; 
Doubt is aye the wise man's practice, 

Prejudice is wisdom's bana 
Since you own man's reason bounded, 

Liable to miss the light, 
There confusion's worst confounded. 

Where a mortal says * I'm right.' " 

Sad it is, each truth supernal, 

'Neath exaggeration's spell. 
Can an aspect take infernal. 

And from heav'n diverge to helL 
Man is liable to error, 

Kindly thence should error scan ; 
But this boundless doubt shoots terror 

Through the nobler part of man. 
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Quick he feels — of by-roads mortal. 

Traced bv reason, last or first, 
This which leads to Nothing's portal. 

Ghostly realms of Doubt, is worst. ^ 
Better trust the wildest folly, 

Nursed by ignorance and woe, 
Than this aimless melancholy, 

Knowledge that we nought can know. 

If our telescopes were broken — 

Would it follow stars were dim ? 
God in His Own Word has spoken. 

Calmly let us trust in Him ! 
Let none answer for his brother ! 

Truth, descried by me alone, 
Rests for me, if for none other, 

Truth ; and I must hold my own. 

Whatsoever crowds discover. 

What I see, I plainly see ; 
And must give account moreover, 

For the truth reveal'd to me. 
Facts themselves are ne'er affected 

By opinions formed by men : 
Therefore stand, brave heart, collected ! 

Let the world sweep by thee, then ! 

This is at the worst ; but wherefore 

Isolation thus assume ? 
He's a fool, who'll nothing care for 

All the lights have pierced the gloom. 
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And where tlie(A lights meet together, 

Blending tl^ir converging rayB, 
Autumn, Spring, and Summer weather, 

'On the central truth we gaze. 

But this rhyme is scarce intended. 

To that creed of creeds to point. 
Only the vague talk offended, 

Which would Doubt man's lord anoint. 
Of all prejudices graceless, 

That wjiich calls conviction sound 
Bigotry and error baseless, 

Still was most injurious found. 

Therefore, hold your truth fast, brother. 

Whatsoe'er is truth to you ; 
Let Pyrrhonic sages bother. 

Light rests light, and truth rests true. 
Something may be wrong, that's certain ; 

Nothing can't be right, 'tis plain ; 
He's a dolt that draws Night's curtain 

O'er the universe to reign. 
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NO FICTION. 

MIRACLE exceeding speech ! 
Most blessed truth to scan : 

God*s arms through vast creation reach 
To circle child or man. 

Here, mid these haunts of rank excess, 
Where thieves and harlots chide, 

1 saw a beam of holiness 
While foul mists hovered wide. 

A child, a boy, that nine short years 
Had dwelt mid vice and pain, 

And now with joy devoid of fears 
Prepared to mount again. 

All uncontaminate his heart : 
Walled from base thoughts of sin 

By God's own spirit, child, thou art ! 
He dwells that soul within. 

Thence happy prayers, fond accents wake ; 

Thou speak'st in simple wise 
Of Him who never can forsake — 

All round are angel eyes ! 
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A heavenly Presence harbours here, 
In this close homestead vile ; 

The dying boy feels death is near ; 
Thence sweeter beams his smila 

All's over. Turn in silence thence. 

Few words from man are best 
Where guileless, trustful Innocence 

Has entered into rest. 
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EDWARD BLEWETT. 
(a husband's counsels.) 

" Edward, look before you leap — 

Hear me, Edward Blewett ; 
You've no means a wife to keep ; 

If you wed, you'll rue it." 
" I've my arm, sir, and my trade — " 

" Pooh ! that won't prevent it ! 
When your silly nest is made 

Sorely you'll repent it. 

" Only, mind, don't look to me : 

As you bake, so brew, sir ! 
Uncle wont an uncle be, 

Just to bring you through, sir. 
Sadly from your dreams you'll wake ; 

All experience teaches, 
They alone should peaches take 

Who can pay for peaches." 

Well, we married, I and Anne, 
With a heart undaunted ; 

And the spell to work began ; 
Life seem'd life enchanted. — 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



"VOICES OP CHEEE. 221 

" Yes, of course, a month or two ? 

Then you found your folly; 
Owned your skies were grey, not blue, 

Till they darkened wholly !"— 
Look around our dwelling now, 

See this humble chamber : 
Pledges seven of marriage vow 

Sport and leap and clamber. 
When each child was bom, I said, 

* Doubtless God has sent it ; 
But that Anne and I were wed. 

No, I don't repent it.* 

Men may say the world's unkind ; 

But, where hearts are willing, 
Help and work they're like to find. 

And we owe no shilling. 
Somehow, when the night gloom'd round, 

Grod a way provided ; 
Perseverance sought and found ; 

Go, and do as I did ! 

There is something surely wrong 

When free honest labour 
Needs must shift and falter long ; 

Though you frown, old neighbour. 
Love and nature win the day ; 

Wise saws won't prevent it : 
Love, fond hearts, if love you may, 

And you'll scarce repent it 1 
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Thank'd be God that labour's lot 

Seems to lighten daily : 
If the old land needs you not, 

Emigrate, boys, gaily ! 
Boundless plains in sunshine bask. 

Call for hands to share them. 
Where two hearts, that only ask 

What life needs^ may pair them. 

Therefore, once again I say. 

Nature prompts you kindly. 
Over-haste were life-delay ! 

Mind you don't choose blindly : 
But if maid should meet your love 

Worthy heart's possessing, 
Trust your arm and God above, 

And secure the blessing I 

If you treat a woman well. 

As a thinking creature, 
She will work a wizard spell 

And refine your nature. 
Let your soul be rough and coarse 

As a beggar's ration, 
Woman's influence mild, perforce, 

Works strange renovation. 

Somehow, with her winning ways, 
She to good will bind you. 

Teach you, may be, God to praise ; 
Till you look behind you. 
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Wonder what you were, and think, 
Though you'd own it never, 

* Long I stood on ruin's brink : 

Womankind for ever I' 

If your helpmate's half as dear 

As my Anne, my darling — 
Ah ! there's uncle, boys, quite near : 

Never mind his snarling : 
All his wrath deceives me not ; 

When his lips have spent it, 

* Boy,' he'll say, * God's bless d your lot. 

And — ^you shan't repent it !' 
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A WIDOWS GARRET. 

" Yes, sir, I think that I may say, 

I'm happy, though you seemed to doubt ; 
'Tis true my friends have gone away. 

Have ^ entered in,' while I'm without. 
My children 1 Sure, I loved them well ; 

But they were scattered far and wide : 
And one lies low where black men dwell, 

One sank at sea ; I lived — ^they died. 

" Of all the woes God made me bear, 

I almost think that woe was worst : 
My Tom — all praised his spirit rare. 

But he was taken from me first. 
My sailor-boy — I waited long, 

Till hope deferred half made me wild ; 
And he could sing the sweetest song, 

And brought me rare shells home, dear child !- 

" And Indian wonders, strange to see j 

I prize them all for his sake yet. 
Well, sir, it was, it was to be ; 

My heart too much was on him set. 
How oft I've lain upon my bed, 

And fancied all he'd look and say. 
And how he'd paint the life he'd led. 

When he came back from far away. 
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" And how he'd call me ' mother, dear 1' 

His voice had such an honest tone, 
The very neighbours loved to hear. 

How oft I've started with a groan 
From happy dreams that wove their spell^ 

Where waking eyes might nought discern ! 
And then his Kate, I loved her well 

For his sake ! Would he ne'er return ? 

" 'Twas a long doubt ; we never heard 

Exactly, how the ship went down. 
But, I can't say another word 

Just now — I think he won the crown — 
He was a good boy." — Ceased awhile 

That aged widow's quivering voice ; 
She smiled through tears a trustful smile, 

That made my secret heart rejoice. 

Poor was her chamber, low, and small. 

Yet a clean garret, next the sky ; 
On life s last verge, her God her all, 

Content to live, prepared to die. 
And on the creaking table lay 

Her much-worn Bible, friend in need ; 
This is no subject for a lay — 

The life of life was hers indeed ! 

Almost I blush th^se words to trace — 

This calmly-burning taper bright. 
This happy pensioner of Grace, 

To draw £rom forth her sacred night. 
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Some stars are destined here to shine, 

And some their beams will scarce display, 

Until descends the Judge Divine, 

To wreathe them round His throne for aye. 
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THE MOTHER'S SOLILOQUY. 

So there, my pretty ones, you lie, 

All fast asleep, with angels nigh : 

The parson said so, Sunday night, 

And that my heart well knows was right. 

I can't say how it comes, but sure, 

There's something keeps you good and pure. 

You've got your tempers — faults enough — 

But how you bear what's hard and rough I 

And, somehow, where you stand or move, 

Men always see the light of love ! 

Out in the street, my John, my son, 

Away from merriest friend will run 

If curse or wicked word be spoke, 

Although they cry 'twas all a joke. 

And you, my meek and pretty Jane, 

When you go trilling your blithe strain. 

The boldest give you room to pass. 

The roughest whisper, * Bless the lass !' 

And little Robert — ^talk of him, 

I scarce know why my eyes grow dim — 

He minds me of my sister's child 

Who died so young, and dying smiled ; — 

I always fear he can't live long 

When he begins that infant song, 
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How ' up in heav'n ' good Jesus reigns 
Where happy angels swell their strains : 
He woke last night, 'twas midnight past — 
** Mother," he said, " I can't sleep fast ; 
Just let me sing that one song through 
What * up in heav*n ' the angels do ; 
I'll sing so low that none shall wake — ^*' 
Would heav'n my own sweet darling take ? 
My latest-born — ^his father lay 
Beneath the mould ere he saw day. 
" Mother, youVe said your prayers, I know," 
He whisper' d just three nights ago : 
" This morning I was vexed at school, . 
So naughty, called young Stephen fool : 
And God, I fear, may angry be : 
You've not forgot to pray for me ?" . 
Well, if the angels call my child 
Into heav'n's garden, from this wild. 
Lord ! make me feel thy will is best, — 
For Robert, life or death were blest. 

They say the world is hard to face ; 
I've found it so, but trust God's grace. 
They say that men despise and hate 
The helpless poor and desolate ; 
I've not foimd that — it may be so — 
My small experience answers No. 
The bad detest too, wise men say, 
All not so wholly bad as they : 
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I do not know, but outcasts vile 

Have bless'd my children with a smile ; 

And careless livers, who have seen 

My eldest*s calm and happy mien, 

When home from church at night he came, 

Have said, " I wish my boy the same I" 

And John begins to earn his bread : 

" Your son grows strong," his master said ; 

"And what is better, I could trust 

That boy with gold as though 'tweifje dust !*' 

And Jane's more helpful week by week ! 

And Bess— of her I did not speak, 

And yet her blindness makes my heart, 

E'en where she's faulty, take her part. 

How closely does the simple thing 

About her graver sister cling ! 

For she is merry in her mood 

Though sun or flower she never viewed. 

And needs my elder darling's care — 

Yes, they're good children, good as fair ! 

They've got their father's bright blue eyes. 

And my dark hair — ^but how time flies ! 

'Tis almost one o'clock, and we 

Must all awake by twilight be. 

I can't quite trim the cap to-night : 

How sweet 'twill look by broad daylight ! 

When Sunday next to school they go. 

My Jane^ with forehead pure as snow, 
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And John with honest, manly face — 

God, I trust them to thy grace ! 

1 trost them, for thy holy book 
Says, God ne*er yet one child forsook, 
And thine they are if mine they be : 
O what a trust to share with Thee ! 
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THE MOTHER'S LAST WORDS. 

" Yes, I must leave you, children all : 
Must go whence tears shall ne'er recall. 
But list these last weak words of mine : 
You need not look for parting sign. 
If dogs howl in the street beneath, 
I have a surer mark of death : 
It is the Spirit's voice within, 
That calls me from a world of sin ; 
And yet a world of love, I know, 
For those who trust — ^thence find it so. — 
Peace have I made with God above. 
Through Him, who bitterest foes did love, 
Who made His life. His death at last. 
Atone for Present, Future, Past. — 
Now, ere I go, some words I'd say ; — 
I feel my breath ebbs fast away : — 
— ^Nay, grieve not so, my darling John ! 
You, even as boy, a man, dear son — 
Why sob you as your heart would break ? 
Think you that God could e'er forsake ? 
— Ah, no, I mind me now — ^your fall 
Into sin's snare — that must appal ! 
Those bad companions led astray, 
And dragged you down the flowery way — 
Ah, yes, that grieved me sore, my child : 
Terror for you made this heart wild ; 
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I almost doubted God ; and then 

I knelt, and prayed, and prayed again — 

Nor vainly prayed, for you came back ; 

Not long doubt kept me on the rack : 

You came, and owned your sin and shame. 

I should have loved you all the same 

If you had gone from bad to worse — 

But now I knew you'd 'scaped God's curse ; 

And when you whispered, " Trust once more," 

I trusted even as ne'er before. 

— John, if you love me, grieve not now : 

I shall not ask your word, or vow, 

But leave your sisters to your care. 

And Robert too — Ah, air I fresh air I — 

Set wide the casement, Jane — more wide ! 

Soon, soon he comes, my Angel-guide. 

— Jane, darling, should some lover seek 

Your heart, you'll cling to Bess ? — don't speak ; 

That pressure of your hand says all : 

God's with you, children — Hark, that call % 

It was not fancy that I heard 

A wonderful and glorious word, 

' Come, sister, come' — my eyelids close-— 

Death— children— God !"— 

On high she rose, 
Gazed all around with one fond smile. 
With eyes, too, rapture-lit the while. 
That sure beheld some sight most rare : — 
So pass'd her soul in praise and prayer. 
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THE YOUNG FARMER'S SONG. 

I. 
Oh, her smile is like the summer 
When it laughs across the barley, 

Pouring sunshine east and west ; 
And her voice is like the linnet 
When it chanteth late and early, 
' Life is sweet and love is best I' 

Some may praise her flowing tresses, 
Some her form, so light and free ; 
But the heart it is which blesses^ 
And I know her heart's for me. 

II. 
When the cornfields wooed the sickle. 
And a harvest, rich to gather, 

Smiled beneath the broad sunshine. 
Then I thought, ' If she were fickle V 
And I went to seek her father, 
And I said, ' Is Lucy mine V 

Yet T prize my fields, too, rarely, 
As a striving yeoman should ; 
But young love had beat me fairly, 
And no longer strive I could. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



234 MNOS OF THE PRESEl^. 

III. 

For grave prudence strove to teach me 
I should seek some richer maiden, 

She'd no marriage gifts to bring ; 
Vainly did the dame beseech me, 
Yainly urge that trees fruit-laden 
Must outweigh the flow'rs of Spring. 

For her heart owns ripest treasure, 

Pure and rich as heart can be ; 
Prudence here has rule nor measure ; 
Lucy's all the world to me I 

IV. 

When at early dawn I hie me 

To the broad green upland meadows. 

Bent on toil the livelong day, 
Then each breeze that hurries by me, 
And the sunbeams and the shadows. 
All have something fond to say. 

Jf the wheat be softly bending, 

Thus, they breathe, does Lucy move : 
If the lark be swift ascending. 

Thus her sweet prayers soar above. 



There's a something in her glances 
Which makes aU your being tremble. 
Not with pain, and scarce with fear : 
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There's a magic which entrances, 
It were idle to dissemble, 

If you come too near my dear. 

Why, her very frown caresses 

Like the shade on forest-lea ; 
And if thus her aspect blesses, 
What shall life beside her be ! 
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FARMER GAY'S FLOWER-SERMON. 

" Yes, you're six innocent lasses, 

And not a watclier is near : 
Scarce e'en a summer beam passes 

Through the grove over us here. 
Long since I promised to match you 

Each with her own blossom bright ; 
And since together I catch you. 

Hear me, maids, name you aright." 

Thus spoke the old farmer, smiling. 

He was a soldier of yore ; 
Once had a voice, too, beguiling. 

Versed in the subtlest love-lore : 
Yes, but he married the fairest 

In the fresh dawn of his youth ; 
And not the brightest and rarest 

Ever could warp his heart's truth. 

Now, from war's conflicts returning, 

Long had he dwelt on his farm. 
Praises from young and old earning. 

Counting glad laughter no harm. 
All the old sports of our valleys 

Bade he in sunshine re-bloom, 
And his wit's innocent sallies 

Lightened our dull rustic gloom. 
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Long, by keen avarice guided, 

All our rich swains frown'd on inirth ; 
Feasting as aimless derided ; 

Care cast a shroud over earth, 
Even the old Christmas revel, 

Even the glad harvest-home, 
Some weened them framed by the devil, 

Some by the Lady of Rome. 

These sad saws suited the pocket. 

Farmer Gay trusted man's heart ! 
Yes, and knew how to unlock it : 

Would many practised his art ! 
Think you that great were his losses 1 

No ; his glum neighbours avow, 
' Somehow he don't meet our crosses, 

Gets the best prices somehow !' 

'Tis with the heart all men labour 

For one they love and revere : 
Thank God, some opulent neighbour 

Follows his footsteps each year. 
Soon in this part of the county 

Merry Old England will prove. 
Thanks to one old farmer's bounty — 

Lords, go and practise such love ! 

Love for your hedgers and ditchers. 

Love for the serfs of your soil : 
Trust me, those feasts are enrichers 

Which cast a sunshine o'er toil I 
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Arson no more shall distress you, 

Rick-buming never offend ; 
And your Creator shall bless you, 

If you will seek this good end. 

But, to these frolicsome lasses, 

And to brave Old Farmer Gay, 
Back now my blithe ditty passes — 

Charmed by his proffer were they. 
Match them all six with Spring's blossoms ? 

Wit never compassed such feat : 
Well might it flutter their bosoms, 

Hope of such compliment sweet. 

" You, then, my own bonny Alice, 

Child of my own child, most dear, 
Full of right innocent malice, 

Glancing than sunlight more clear. 
Laughing at all your sad lovers, 

Counting derision man's due. 
Buttercup golden discovers 

Nearest resemblance to you. 

" Flaunts it so brightly and gaily. 

While every bee on the wing 
Hums round it hourly and daily. 

All through the summer and spring. 
Say not with sweetness it*s fraught not — 

Honey alone tempts the bee ; 
But my own Alice, she ought not 

Buttercup, flaunting, to be. 
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" Then comes the young, timid Mabel, 

Cowering away from men's eyes ; 
But let the youth who is able 

Stoop for, and treasure, the prize I 
Thus might somo violet, shrinking. 

Hide 'midst the moss at our feet : 
Rough hand might crush, though, I'm thinking, 

Spite of its coyness discreet. 

" Mabel, all need self-reliance 

In such a rude world as ours ; 
Sin must be set at defiance ; 

Thorns should encompass the flowers. 
Then, though timidity, lowly. 

Shrink from the rough world's keen breath, 
Faith yields a confidence holy. 

Guardian through life, and in death. 

" Next in the circle stands Fanny, 

Heartsease will suit the maid best ; 
Cowslip must answer for Annie, 

Sweet, and yet never quite blessed ! 
One can, by teasing, drive frantic. 

Merriment ever at call ; 
This is a maiden romantic. 

Sighing for nothing at all. 

" Heartsease, with bright blue and yellow, 

Tempts every gazer to smile ; 
Take heed some saucy young fellow 

Don't rob the maid's ease the while. 
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Cowslip finds breezes alarming, 

Hangs down its head, shuns all strife ; 

Sentiment's doubtless most charming — 
Something more*s needed for life. 

" Now comes my Susan, the daisy ; 

Brighter some blossoms may blow, 
Liker to make a man crazy — 

Worthier, none do I know. 
She, not alone when joy's .shining, 

But all the four seasons through. 
Will, if you'll trust my divining, 

Comfort and cheer the heart too. 

" Last comes the Bose of all roses ; 

Nothing to her need I say; 
Autumn the lesson discloses, 

Boses must all pass away. 
Oh, let her harbour such sweetness 

Deep in each bud's inmost hold, 
That the stem years in their fleetness 

Never may make her heart old ! 

" Thus have I preached you my sermon— 

Whether I've well or ill said, 
That let your conscience determine — 

God's blessing light on each head !" 
Thus spoke the old merry farmer — 

Fanny, just now, in the glen, 
Swore, if he'd try, he could charm her, 

Spite of his three-score and ten ! 
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" Ah, sucli a sermon, I m certain, 

Rector nor bishop would preach ; 
Some of lis caught it for flirting — 

He had a sly hit for each." 
Country folk relish such sallies ; 

Pleased was each damsel and dame ; 
Famous through all our green valleys 

Farmer Gay's Sermon became. 
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COMPENSATION. 

There's an honest joy in labour 

Which repays a manly soul. 
Let the Fi*enchman shake his tabour, 

Let the child his rattle roll ; 
Let the mui-murs swell of faction ! 

True men smile at those and these ; 
They, who felt the joy of action, 

Rarely pine for wanton ease. 

True, man's not a force mechanic ; 

You may overwork the frame : 
'Tis a work of works Satanic, 

Ceaseless toil, that ends in shame. 
When men's jaded spirit plunges 

For refreshment in sin's fire ; 
And abuse each faint trace spunges 

Out of thoughts that should aspire ! 

But the curse becomes a blessing, 

Where extremes toil's children shun : 
Nought's so sweet in the possessing 

As what earnest work has won ! 
Therefore let who will go muttering 

" He's a slave that counsels peace," 
I'll not shrink free truth from uttering ; 

Ne'er may ranks or classes cease ! 
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Let the Queen rule o er the nation, 

Nobles watch, and soldiers fight ; 
Let the priests proclaim salvation 

To all souls that love the light. 
Of all classes none, I swear it, 

Need the artisan's surpass, 
Though he does not sip his claret, 

Though he works to win his lass. 

When the workman gazes round him 

On the home his toil has rear'd, 
Feels that honest zeal has crown'd him 

With her garland never seared ; 
When he sees his merry children, 

And the wife he loves alone, 
'Tis almost a joy bewildering 

To feel, " I have earned my own !" 
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A QUERY ANSWERED. 

And, what call you, pray, the People 1 — 

All who seek by arm or brain 

Britain's welfare to maintain. 
In the vale, or on the steeple. 

Rank and wealth should each demand 
In this host some post of honour ; 
E'en our Queen, Heaven's blessings on her 

At her People's head doth stand. 

What cheers one should cheer all others. 

Definition less than this 

Would the bard's true meaning miss : 
Rank, Wealth, Toil, and Rule, be brothers ! 
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THE CLERKS OF BRITAIN. 

Of all the classes, high and low, 

That in our Islands thrive, 
None worthier men's esteem I know 

Than they the quill who drive : 
With incomes, — many a labouring man 

Earns quite as large supplies, — 
The pencraft's zealous artisan 

Makes all home's sweets his prize. 

A gentle wife in neat attire. 

With children blithe and gay, 
These gather round his small coal fire, 

And laugh his fears away. 
Though doubtless oft grave cares will press 

Severely on his mind, 
Yet health and self-content must bless 

When fortune's most unkind. 

'Tis marvellous what wrought may be 

By order, love, and toil, 
To cheer the gloom of poverty, 

And tyrant want to foil : 
And ill should I my task perform 

Were I to leave unsung 
These nests so small which true hearts warm 

The city's wastes among. 
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Fierce competition s eager greed 

Still leaves some happy hours ; 
For youth and age alike will need 

Hearth-sunshine, fancy's flowers. 
Eternal care and toiling weave 

A shroud of dull heart's pain : 
Employers, all, this word believe ! 

For yours shall be the gain. 

When evening's gloom has settled down 

O'er vale and upland far, 
And glaring gas has lit the Town, 

Then beam should home's mild star ; 
Or haply youth in Science' halls 

May pierce her secrets rare ; 
While wanderers some the church-bell calls 

To blithesome praise and prayer. 

Ye honoured scribes in merchants' halls. 
And you who serve the shop. 

My hand with pride this tribute scrawls^ 
And scarce knows where to stop. 

For your's the praise of self-control, 
Your's self-esteem serene ; 

And they have reached the worthiest goal 

Who won the golden mean. 
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SCHOOL MERRY-MAKING. 

(the flowers of the forest.) 

The flowers are waking far and wide, 
The rivers through the meadows glide, 
And bid the lover seek his bride. 

The forest trees, late bare and cold, 
Now flaunt as they could ne'er grow old ; 
And violets star the greenwood wold. 

And, hark ! the merry nightingale 
Now breathes anew his heartsome tale, 
Nor will the cuckoo's challenge fail. 

All things a piilse of joy doth move ; 
The blue skies, and the sun above. 
And nature's self proclaim God's love. 

And through the forest seems to creep 

A murmur of expectance deep ; 

The sunbeams through the long shades peep. 

The zephyrs whisper tidings good, 
And ope the buds of maidenhood, 
To cheer with smiles the dark green- wood. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



248 BONOS OF THE PRESENT. 

What is it all things seem to wait ? 
What visitors of fairy state ? 
King Oberon, and Titania great ? 

Or she, Queen Mab, that fairy wise, 
With blue-)3ell form and violet eyes, 
Who yields at night the good child's prize. 

And drops, if olden books say true, — 
And I have known a case or two, — 
A silver tester in the shoe ? 

O, blame not fairy lore, I pray : 
From zeal mistaken argue they 
Who seek to drive the elves away. 

Still let such visions of fond grace 

'Mid childhood's memories keep their place, 

Far, far remote from all that's base. 

They weave a spell of love and light, '^ 

Irradiations, fancies bright, ^ 

Which glorify the inner sight. 

If chased afar from reason's sphere, 
The gentle elves may harbour here, 
'Neath childhood's skies of azure clear. 

Back, back to fresh greenwood again ! 
What visitors receive4he strain, 
So sweet, it almost borders pain, 
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That nightingale and linnet trill ? 

For ecstacy and sorrow still 

Lie strangely near, think what we will. 

Why do the forest blossoms ope ? 
What thrills their spirits — fear or hope 1 
Can rival with their sweetness cope ] 

Or do they wait companions gay, 
To welcome them^ the smiles of May, 
Or even as prize to bear away 1 

For Nature, though it haply gains 
An inborn joy, true life attains 
When mortal ear can list its strains ; 

When mortal eye can pierce its nooks ; 

Then happier sing the forest-brooks, 

The flowers themselves have brighter looks. 

Better be borne from forest green. 

Where tenderest leaves their beauty screen, 

Than die in solitude unseen ! 

Yes, all the forest hails the throng 
That bounding leaps the meads along. 
And floods the vale with dance and song. 

The zephyrs whisper, " They are come ;" 
The blossoms cannot twell the hum 
But nod their heads in greeting dumb. 
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See yonder ! 'tis no fairy ring 

That round that grave old beech-tree spring, 

And with the birds rejoicing sing. 

Mark closely : feirest forest flow*rs 
Will scarcely match these buds of ours, 
With grace and modesty their dowers. 

See yonder maid, so still and coy : 

Are snowdrops whiter 1 That blithe boy, 

With golden locks, and eyes of joy, 

Can lighter dance the western breeze 
That frolics round the old dark trees 1 
Or is there wave on southern seas 

So tender, pure, and mildly gay. 
As yonder maiden of the May 1 
The sunbeam, and the moon's soft ray. 

The merry star-beams of the night. 
And even the comet's lawless light, 
Match 'midst these joyous elves we might. 

And for each blossom of the glade 

We well might find some kindred maid, 

Whose charms shall scarce as quickly fade. 

• 
For England's children, all men know. 
Are blossoms wheresde'er they blow — 
In palace reared, or valley low. 
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A greeting to you, pledges sweet, 
That sport around our Sovereign's feet ! 
Our children all their Princes greet. 

Sweet England's rose, the eldest-bom, 
The first glad ray that cheered the mom : 
Be hers the blossom, not the thorn ! 

And Albert Edward, called by fate — 
But let him half a century wait I — 
To moimt the throne of empire great. 

All fortune bless thee, princely boy, 
And be it aye thy brave heart's joy 
Bank seeds of evil to destroy ! 

Thy Royal Parents' chief delight, 
To roll away murk shades of night, 
Inspire thy soul with love-bom might ! 

Our whole fond nation swells the song : 
May all Spring's glories round thee throng ; 
But reign our Queen Victoria long! 

To all the royal elves, whose birth 
Has made the palace ring with mirth, 
All smiles of heaven, all joys of earth ! 

Whene'er we England's children praise, 
Your names should mingle in our lays. 
For clear as springtide's blue your gaze; 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



252 soNas of the present. 

And all jour motions light and free. 
Instinct with joy and liberty, 
Proclaim you what a child should be I 

And what our British children are, 
In city haunts, from greenwood far; 
Clear 'midst night's shades will gleam the star. 

They're rarely old before their time, 
But taste the freshness of life's prime, 
And hear the spring-tide echoes chime. 

Fair are they oft ; but when not fair. 
Still, buoyed with freedom's healthful air, 
Credentials of their birth they bear. 

Alas ! that mom, too bright to last. 
Should oft ere noon be overcast ! 
But prove this memory of the Past I 

These are the children of the poor. 
Who sport the greenwood's violets o'er ; 
And thence they now exult the more. 

Within the city's smoke they dwell, 
Thence wondrous seems each forest dell, 
The sunshine works a wizard spell. 

Borne from the haunts of toil or pain. 

They seem another life to gain. 

Here, where the flow'rs and breezes reign. 
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Their glances fond and fugitive, 
A magic to each sunbeam give ; 
They feel the happy joy, to live. 

They gambol o'er the blithesome flowers, 
Their fancy life with glory dowers, 
They sport away the golden hours. 

And, from these hours, though fast they fleet, 
They'll bear a memory chaste and sweet ; 
The echo shall their hearts repeat 

Of forestnsongs so blithe and free. 

The music and the melody 

Of earth and sky, of lake and lea. 

And call you this delusion vain ? 
Too swiftly dies the forest strain ? 
'Tis something even an hour to gain. 

And hearts there are will cherish long 
The echoes of each spring-tide song, 
Amidst the city's restless throng. 

Yes, let us hope, this dawning race 
(Though poor, yet heirs of childhood's grace), 
Will take and hold a worthy place. 

Some now — I speak what well I know — 
Who live 'midst haunts of crime and woe, 
Are pure as buds that round us blow. 
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Each morn, each eve, they kneel to pray ; 
As neath green leaves hide blossoms gay, 
Thus sheltered by God's love are they. 

Their spirit-blossoms blithely ope, 

God's love their joy. His praise their scojie : 

I must, must look on these with hope ! 

Ere forth our blithe crew fared this mom. 
To Heav'n their voices fresh were borne. 
In notes that must have vanquished scorn. 

When for our early Morning Prayer, 
Within the chapel neat, but bare, 
Were gathered all those children fair. 

And elder friends beside them felt, 

An influence strange their warm hearts melt ; 

From soul to soul of all that knelt 

The sweet breeze stole, heaven's boon to yield, 

Joy's blessing by devotion seal'd, 

The love of Him, who babes doth shield. 

These children blithe that spell impressed ; 
Unconscious half, each simple breast 
The presence of its God confess'd : 

Of Him who childhood's cares has known 
And in the midst still rears His throne. 
Where faithful hearts His presence own. . 
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And dawning youths, and budding maids, 
Who with our throng have sought the glades, 
And woke to joy these forest shades, 

Felt the same influence o'er them steal, 
And love for man and God reveal ; ' 
Oh, shall they ever cease to feel 1 

Must, when more years sin's knowledge bring, 
And early summer follows spring. 
Must all their angel-guards take wing ? 

Is this the end of that grave care 

Which watched above their dawning fair ? 

Must pride entice, and vice ensnare 1 

No, dream it not ! A happier time 

Has dawned for youth, for manhood's prime. 

The bells of hope and concord chime. 

And hearts are here, though kind and mild. 
Will shrink not from detraction wild; 
{Sneers influence not a freebom child, 

Nor shall they freebom youth subdue : 

The soul to deep convictions true. 

Rough taunts and scoffs ! shall vanquish you. 

Then let no shades of doubt or fear 
Becloud the happy sunshine here ! 
Our God doth count His children dear. 
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Lean but on His protecting arm, ! 

Then neither earth nor hell shall harm, 

B7 menace foul, or baleful charm. I 

So shall our Youths brave guardians be 
Of honour, right, and liberty, 
By duty bound, thence truly free ! 

So shall our Maids like rosebuds smile, 
Which leaves and thorns must shield awhile ; 
The future matrons of the Isle. 

So generations yet unborn 

Shall trample hate and rage and scorn. 

Till dawns the promised Golden Morn. 
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THE IRISHMAN'S SONG. 

Erin, old beloved Erin, 

Let me ne'er thy flatterer prove : 
Though grief make thee more endearing, 

I would labour for thy love ; 
Help what bards proclaim to make thee, 

Fairest Isle that rides the main, 
From thy long, long slumber wake thee, 

Till I see thyself again. 

Politics have wrought thee ruin. 
With sectarian rancour keen : 

Art and commerce now are wooing : 
• Long live Dargan and the Queen ! 

Taste our Irish soul possesses ; 

Where your British clods but stare, 

Beauty's vision cheers and blesses 
All who breathe Milesian air. 

England's countless stores are shining, 

Workshop of the wide world she ; 
Ours, mayhap, the bold designing. 

And trade's higher walk shall be. 
But from walls of Castle Blarney 

In my song no echo lurk : 
Ring from Belfast to Killamey 

This one cry, Huzza for Work I 

s 
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Fancy, wit, and blithe goodnature, 

Purest, loveliest maiden flowers, 
These disputes no living creature, 

These, the whole world knows, are ours. 
Now let ripe fruits deck our valleys. 

Proudly then shall smile our Queen : 
You will laugh at foemen's malice, 

Erin, Erin, mavoumeen ! 
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THE SCOTCHMAN'S SONG. 

The merry North breezes, they sport o'er our mountains, 

The flight of our spirits as jocund shall be ; 
The cold of the winter may freeze our fresh fountains, 

But winter shall freeze not the hearts of the free : 
And oh, the bold joy, when his fetters are breaking, 

When the brooks 'gin to brawl, and the birdies to sing, 
And every young heart is to fond rapture waking ; 

Who &ced not the winter can ken not the spring ! 

And, friends ! when hath minstrel woke love-notes so cheery, 

That stirred a land's soul as the Bums of our heart 1 
All Scotland re-echoes the praise of his dearie. 

And earth in his treasures shall yet claim a part. 
He sprung not from Fortune's aristocrat classes, 

A ploughman he lived, and a poet was born : 
'Tis the mental refinement which lightens our masses, 

That teaches us Scotland shall ne'er be forlorn. 

For Scotia's best treasure Spring's beauty surpasses. 

Our old Scottish faith, and our resolute truth, 
Our brave Highland laddies, our fresh Lowland lassies, 

And the energy, fountain exhaustless of youth. 
Then, Scotia, thy memory clear shall beam o'er us ; 

And if mountains or hosts hurl'd their rocks on our track, 
Thy glory should brighten the pathway before us — 

And where is the Scotchman would stand and go back ? 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



200 SONGS OF THE PRESENT. 



THE WELSHMAN'S SONG. 



Old Wales is the elder-bom sister, 

With her mountains so barren and lorn ; 
But the sunshine has tenderly kiss'd her, 

And her valleys are laden with com. 
And deep in her dark mountains yearning 

Lie metals that gleam through the night ; 
And her flame of devotion's high burning, 

Though scarce with the steadiest light. 

Ere the days of the brave Arthur's glory. 

When the fierce Saxon plundering came, 
Our mountains were famous in story; 

For ne'er was the Welsh spirit tame. 
Nay, when Caesar came over the ocean, 

Our bards for our liberties died, 
And woke their gold harps to emotion, 

While they poured out their hearts' sanguine tide. 

And now that the wide world advances, 

Lags the bold British spirit behind ] 
No dream of past glory entrances ; 

We wake, and mind answers to mind. 
It is not at tempest or danger 

The true Briton tremblingly quails : 
Let Progress be inmate, not stranger. 

And up with the banner of Wales I 
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THE ENGLISHMAN'S SONG. 

Scotia, Erin, Wales, have minstrels, 

Shield their feme from wrong ; 
And must England, brave old England, 

Rest without a song ? 
Yes, she needs no wordy champion. 

Quite content to be 
Home of freedom, nurse of honour, 

Mistress of the sea. 

Therefore brief shall be my ditty : 

Boasts I fain would shun ; 
For the sea would roll, unchanted, 

Gleam, unsung, the sun. 
While we ope woe's last sure refuge 

'Neath Heav'n's guardian smile, 
Poets need not choir her praises — 

Earth shall bless our Isle. 
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A DREAM. 

I HAD a vision, which was not all a vision — 
Laughed the green meadows 'neath the sunshine glowing ; 
Banished each memory of hate and fierce derision, 
Lightly the breezes danced, and fairy flowers were blowing. 

Glad bells were ringing from turret and from steeple, 
Joy shone in every face, and thrilled each mortal bosom ; 
It was the feast of a great and glorious People, 
And on the tree of man came thronging le-af and blossom. 

There gloom' d no dark cloud betwixt contending classes, 
There yawn'd no gulf 'twixt the wealthy and the poor : 
Speed quick, O Golden Hour, whose beauty thought sur- 



S[»eed, speed, and when thou dawn'st, shine on for ever- 



more 
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THE dj:ath-light. 

" The summer heat lets out of the filthy courts a heavy vapour of death. " 
— "The people of this district are not criminal." " Harm has been tamed 
out of them by slow want. They have been sinking for years. How 
courteously and sensibly they often talk, with what well-chosen words, I 
was amazed to hear." " One of the weavers," said the clergyman, " asked 
me to lend him Calvin's Institutes — ^the black letter edition ; another 
wished for the Colloquies of Erasmus, a third for Smith's Wealth of 
Nations. Ten years ago the men were politicians : they have now got 
below that stage of discontent." "The morning before my husband 
died," she said, " he said to me, * O, Mary, T have had such a beautiful 
dream! I saw a Face that was like a face I knew.'" * * * For all this, and 
for more— see " Household Words," April 16, 1854, " The Quiet Poor." 

Yes, then Mary, I am dying : 'tis the end, has gloom'd 

at last — 
Well, our hearts have clung together through the long, 

blank, dreary Past. 
When the sallow mom has slowly pierced the fetid pall 

overhead. 
It has foimd our mutual trust unshaken, though our hope 

and faith lay dead. 

Ah ! to trace the slow advances of want's desolating gloom — 

Half our darlings rifled from us, stricken in their fresh 
May-bloom ; 

When the earnings of our cheerless home grew scantier 
day by day, 

And their young lives 'neath the sultry glare, like brook- 
lets, ebbed away. 
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Fanny, with the eyes of glee, that paled, until my heart 

waxed stone — 
Bobert, baby Jane — thy shrom^ oblivion, o'er the waste 

be thrown I • 

Yet, why shrink to scan Heaven's justice ? We beheld 

our darlings sink, 
Watched them as they nearer tottered, slowly faltering 

o'er the brink. 

Helpless ones ! — I hear the murmurs of their fever d accents 

flow : 
" I am happy — father, mother, kiss me — Jesus calls — I 

go." 
Childish, unsubstantial raptures ! should we bless your 

spells, or ban ? 
Fairy dreams that cradled childhood ! Misery wakes the 

soul of man. 

No I a God of Love, who let's His creatures, worm-like, 

weltering, graveward crawl. 
Spectral obsolete delusion ! Iron Fate is lord of All. 

Curses on the feverish thirst for knowledge stirred my 

giddy brain. 
After days of restless toiling on to nights of toil again. 

Ah ! the false, fair, rapturous visions of that fabled age of 

bliss, 
Fool and madman ! only seal'd the fierce, black agonies of 

this. 
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Equal rights and social pactions, glittering flag-flowers 

wide nnfurrd, 
Waving o'er the deep' aliases of this prostituted world ! 

And their laws of purblind science, economic sages' lore, 
Teaching how the strong must triumph, and the weak be 
crushed, — no more ! 

O, that I must perish, voiceless ! O, that I no shout can 

raise — 
Wherefore ] earth shall wheel her cycles, and the rich their 

God shall praise. 

Mary, sleep is sinking, death-like : fare thee well — be calm, 

be brave ! 
I to Nature now surrender up the elements she gave. 

Nor wilt thou lag long behind me, thou, or these, without 

a friend — 
Slow the night descends o'er all, that never, never knows 

an end. 



Mary, true wife, bend to listen — do not think my brain is 

wild — 
O, unspeakable compassion ! Radiant beauty undefiled ! 

Upward through the sombre ether floated I, by soul- 
wings borne ; 

But the midnight clothed me, pall-like; helpless, desolate, 
forlorn. 
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And my spirit, that through being's portals fixedly had 

forced its way, 
Seem'd, in absolute negation, slowly weltering away. 

Suddenly, a speck of glory in the farthest east descried, 
Waxed in strange and crescent splendours, pour'd irradia- 
tions wide, 

Glittering, deepening, soul-bewildering, till the golden 

portal through. 
Burst the seven wide heavens of wonder on my fascinated 

view. 

But, through, all, one central orbit seem'd with speechless 
might to glow, 

'Twas a Face — whose Face 1 speak not — sphere of ming- 
ling bliss and woe. 

Pity 11 finite, remorseful, for a world of sin, wrong, pain, 
'Neath a deeper consciousness, that spake of Love's 
Enduring Reign, 

Mourning over countless mourners who had ween'd He 

could forsake ; 
Ah ! without the closing vision, that Almighty heart 

might break ! 

And those wondrous eyes were fixed upon me, scattering 

shrouds of gloom — 
Calming, soothing, rapture wakening, sealing my immort*! 

doom. 
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Breathing, " Not an atom circles, undescried, un weighed 

by Me ; 
Shade must mark the hours of time, but shadeless rests 

eternity :" 

Teaching, " On thy loved lost blossoms from my heaven 

of heavens I smiled ;" 
Tenderly heart-blindness chiding, *' Couldst thou doubt 

me, O my child !" 

Baring the Almighty Mystery, still afar, and dimly scanned, 
" Harsh the way, and dark the portal to the glowing spirit- 
land :" 

Yelling strange, grave, mystic light, behind existence' 

sable pall, 
" Woe, and Death, and Hell, are mighty ; Love is last, 

and over all.'" 

— And I leave ye void of doubt. I know His boundless 

arm, unseen. 
Is around our hut, my Mary — is, and evermore has been. 

For our little ones His faithful heart shall life or death 

provide ; 
He is near us ; we may trust Him, for He lives, and He 

has died. 

And the path of desolation, which those mighty footsteps 

trod. 
Leads, o'er fathomless abysses, to the thunder- throne of God ! 
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PRAYER. 

God, who hearts and empii'es rult'st, 
I to Thee this work commend : 

Thou by grief Thy loved ones schoolest, 
Till they own Thee in the end. 

Grant to all, oppressed by sorrow, 
Patience to endure grave wrong : 

But, oh, speed the golden Morrow, 
Speed the kingdom promised long. 

Aid, meanwhile, each faint endeavour 
Thine appointed work to do : 

Still the harvest's great as ever, 
Still the labourers are few. 

Selfish sin and tyrant malice 
Still to rule this world essay; 

O'er the dungeon and the palace 
Arrogate the like dread sway. 

Well I know my weak voice falters : 

Little bold desires perform : 
Cleanse and guard our hearths and altars 

From the canker and the storm I 
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And to me, the minstrel nameless, 

Only this, Blest Lord, impart, 
Aim sincere, and conscience blameless, 

And a meek, contented heart. 

But that noble British Nation, 

For whose sake my lyre I strung, 
Sanctify with Thy salvation, 

Make them all I've hoped and sung. 

Blend the hearts of warring classes 

In devotion at Thy Throne, 
Till our noblest, till our masses, 

BrotherlK)od immortal own ! 
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